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LETTER XXVI. 

TO FRANCIS TREVILIAN, ESQ. 

London. 

WHAT a poor fluctuating state is this 
of mortality, after all, Frank ! when, not- 
withstanding our inflated panegyrics on 
human reiason, we daily feel it hardly 
adequate to the intense consideration of 
any single object : while, alas ! our senses 
often take the liberty of directing the 
aethereal part of us, and obstinately pre- 
sent that single object in the form of a 
woman. 
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This sweet Cecilia (I may thank her 
unintentional kindness in supplying, by 
her letter, a name i^o suited to the lips of 
a lover) reigns in my heart, my head, in 
every thought, in every fibre, so wholly 
and absolutely, that I entirely despair of 
dispossessing her a moment, at least till 
she is my ,own : and, oh ! surely then I 
shall neither have the wish nor the power ! 
H^w many fme arguments have I ad^ 
dressed to myself against even desiring to 
obtain her ! but, in the midst of my he- 
roics, the remembrance of a smile, or the 
hope of obtaining one, always puts poor 
Wisdom to flight, and overwhelms my 
fond heart with that sweet emotion 
lovers alone can know. Should she at; 
last resist (and, if ever woman did, sbt 
wUTjp how great will be hw triumph !- — 
%h,e will deserve a thousand tin^s more 
iame than Lucretia. Her virtue had mwh 
of the invincible pride peculiar to her 
country. Had her conduct been guided 
wl\olly by principle, would she not rather 
have sacrificed her fame to her chastity. 



than her c^airtity to her fam^^-^In jaitib, 
I have oftea ^ucpected faoDest Collatiniis 
need nbt have worn weepens jo mon^ 
had not thetm one been rather appre^ 
hensi^e that Taixpiin, like some cf the im* 
gratj^ gallants txf these days, would he 
tctoipted to tell first* Is there any ihuig 
which we "caii justly term ehastity^ but an 
innate, inTariable sense of {nu^ity**^ ated^ 
&rt se]f^eniai whesnever the heart faesitaiei 
•--in A<M, a hallowed approbation of our« 
selves, which can . often only be preaerted 
by the sacrifice irf* every other gralifica* 
tion ? How fortunate^ tixen, is the woman 
in whom this perfection is taken upon 
teiist !~Biy: Ivhy ishoiild I have iselacted 
Lucretia as my instance of female Tirtne? 
Did she love Tarquin ? Did her symp»* 
thising soul ibrerun, a^ well as idiare, the 
pang£i which her /demal mitst occasion? 
r-*That is the. test, line oxily test of d»6- 
Itity i^^pamfid/ at best, is the pre-emi- 
nence i 

. That my sweet girl has uDconsciousIy 
giT^en ine hear heart, her trhole heart, I can 
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no longer donbt ;— her very fears are, in 
reality, the strongest d^nonstration. The 
hesitation that marks every word she ad^ 
dresses to me^ the guarded coldness o( 
her manner ; the reluctance with which 
her eyes are raised to miiie; and the 
quickness with which they sink to the 
ground; all become, to observation so 
impassioned as that between us, irresisti* 
ble, flattering proofs at once of her ten- 
derness and delicacy: and is it in my 
nature to wound either? Oh, no ! I wiH 
be only hers— die shall be only mine ! . 

1*11 give flayself away. 
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Au4 <^t on the exct^ange ! V 

I have been obliged, of late, to guand 
my conduct with infinite address and cau- 
tion. I now come home, with a horrid 
noise, at the usual late Jiour, that -my 
charmer may forego the troublesome ap^- 
prehension which has»for some weeks past^ 
made her quit her own apartment, to spend 
her evenings with people she despisei^ 
My finesse succeeds^ The lights now are 
visiUe in her ante^room : there she^ once 



more indulge in that solitude which I 
alone have dared to interrupt. I shall 
again this evening venture to break in 
upon it.»-Ah ! if I should be pardoned ! 

Can you imagine a state more ridicu- 
lously painful/ than that of wishing to an<* 
nthilate every noisy wretch around you, 
without daring to bid any oi^ even be 
quiet ? — ^when the throwing open adrawing«* 
room door threatens your whole system 
with destruction ; and a footman's heavy 
heels^ ^superabimdantly diligent, thump, as 
it were, on the heart of his master ?^ — ^I went 
from St. James's to Monro's ; where I 
dined, on purpose to get rid of my parar 
ding blockheads, that I might go home at 
my own time in a hack-chair. Nothing, 
however, could induce Sir James to allow 
this : of course, his clumsy footmen made 
almost as much noise a^ my own would 
have done. This unexpected manoeuvre 
of mine, too, in suddenly returning, made 
such a cursed commotion in the lower re- 
gkms, that I was tempted to knock half 



a do26n of the puppies 4owii, in my 
vray to my own apartment. There I 
was still obliged to pass a tedious inter- 
val. The sound of my Cecilia's bdl 
(ever honoured be the smith who gave 
her so noisy a one ! ) at last informed me 
that the children ware retiring. I watch- 
ed their maid down stairs ; and then knew 
that my charmer was, and would remain, 
but for me alone. 

Would you believe that I trembled 
like a girl when I entered her apartment } 
She was running her playful fingers over 
the instrument, which gave me time to se- 
cure us both fix>m all intruders, and take 
my station behind a screen which keeps 
fix>m her the air of the children's chamber- 
door. Here was I fixed, and never less 
certain what would be my fate.— -Oh ! say 
not that this sweet girl means to charm 
me.*— ^he knew not that I was there ! She 
had on only her common jnorning-dre^ ; 
yet, in that negligence, who was ever so en?- 
chanting ! She sang jieveral airs of Jack«> 
son's, and tried same which . she did not 



iNng $ while I remained^ like a fooU ivhoUy 
undetermined what to say or do. A book 
was turned down upon her table: she 
took it up ; now tried to read ; now fixed 
her eyes, in reverie, on the fire—now oi> 
the cieling : at length a deep si^ seemed 
to relkye her orer-swelled heart. Mine 
(confound it !) beings I suppose^ by nature 
the echo of hers» gave bade the touching 
tone too audibly /-—Had you seen the agony 
^duch her countenance es:pressed, while 
with yet un&ltermg dignity she rushed 
towards the object of her terror^ and the 
involuntary relief it conveyed when she 
saw the screen hid only me, you would 
wonder I yet pursued my purpose.-^ 
Even in soothing her fears, X grasped her 
hand so strictly, that she reproached me 
with wanting that respect for her person 
which her dependent situation did not 
entitle her to exact of me. Heaven bless 
the foir Greeks ! who, I think it is said,- 
were the kiventors of embroidery :-**-! 
have more than once reaped greater ad^ 
viudtages from that, than I ever owed to 



the poetry of Homer, or the philosophy of 
Epictetus ! On some rough silver, my Ceci- 
lia suddenly perceived that some of her lace 
was entangled ; and every particle of woi» 
man in her whole nature flew to her 
fingers' ends to rescue the treasure : this 
being at length done, the malicious diar« 
mer continued to stand, that she might 
remind me of making my exit. Finding, 
however, that her manoeuvre did not suc- 
ceed, she offered to make hers ; assuring 
me that she had been expected by Mrs. 
Ellison this half hour. ^^ I have been in 
the room that time at least," shrewdly 
replied I. She looked vexed, blushed 
deeply, and again attacked me on the 
disrespect of my conduct, 

" Impute any other fault to me, my 
sweet Miss Rivers ! if you are jiredeter- 
mined to find one ; but surely you can^ 
not name an instance in whic^ I have 
not imposed a suffering on myself, to 
inaintain that respect yqu accuse me of 
wanting." 

This was a mighty mal-a-propQs stroke 



of mine^ and rather shows my passion 
than my prudence: but^ truth to say^ 
wel] as I thought I had conned my part, 
like a poor devil of an actor on the first 
performance of a doubtful piece, no 
sooner did I behold the umpire, than 
every studied sentence at once evapo- 
rated, and nature, pure nature, did the 
rest. 

" This instance, my Lord," said the 
hard-hearted charmer, " will amply suf. 
fice." 

I saw ha: too self-collected for my 
hopes, and could only conciliate. 

^* Indeed, my dear Miss Rivers,*' cried 
I in a soothing tone, " you now carry dis- 
cretion to prudery. — Have I not hitherto 
submitted implicitly to your determina« 
tions ? Allow me, at least, the painiul 
merit of obedience ; and, as my reward^ 
grant me a few, a very few minutes' con* 
versation. Were the whde world wit- 
nesses of what is passing, is it possi« 
ble that you couM- have any thin^ to ap» 
prehend ?" 
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'' The w(HrId takes as little interest in 
me> mj Lord^ as I do in that. I live to 
xay own heart ; and^ since I dare not hope 
to gain any other applause, I ought card* 
fully to guard all I can ensure." 

*^ A caution so rigid is unworthy of 
an understanding like yours." 

'* It can hardly be more humbled, my 
Lord, than by such a compliment. My 
understanding is ever equal, believe me, 
to doubtiAg itself; and too haughty to 
endure the doubts of others." 

" It is too conscious of its own rights 
ever to excite them." 

^' Pardon me, my Lord, if I am tenpt- 
ed to tell you, that the first step towards 
deserving the doubts of the good, is to be 
indifferent to their commendations. Since 
I came into this house^ my situation has 
^er been embarrassing, distresiang, irk* 
some. Even at this moment I know not 
how to act, so as to avoid the reproaches 
of my own heart. While I could flatter 
myself that your Lordship's attention 
sprung only from politeness, how honour^ 
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ed did I think myself in being its object \ 
Now, on the contrary ■" 

She paused, overwhelmed with con-? 
iiteion at having been the first to present 
to the miiMi of either so dangerous an idea^ 
ahd, perhaps, thus exposing herself tci 
hear more tlian she knew how to answer. 
Never was passion and sensibility more 
exquisitely obvious than in. this critical 
pa^e. My eyed followed tiiose sweet 
ones, that, turning from me, sought tha 
ground f and we both, at one moment, 
were attracted by a shagrin miniature 
picture-case; — ^both eagerly .pooped for 
itj, but, as it was lie^iirest to ine, I caught 
up the prize ; f<Hr suc^ I ^concluded it to 
be, by the animated eflforts whidi she 
made to snatch it from me^-^^not iheeding, 
in her trepidation^ her usu$(l> sfevm*e de^ 
coram: but this made me oi^y grasp it 
miore firmly. A terror, which I could not 
account for, was mingled with her confii-i 
sion. Having tiped her delicate hands, I 
put mine behind me ; stili triflijig with bee 
e|brts, but fixed not. ta givd up^ withoiit 
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-satisfying my curiosity, the resemblance 
of some happy lover, with whom I gaily 
reproached her. 

" Were your suspicion just, my Ix)rd, 
I know not why it should distress me; 
but I can with truth assure you, the ori^ 
ginal of that picture neither now is, nor 
ever can be, any thing to me.— Surely 
that will satisfy you." 

** No, my sweet girl! nothing will 
but a look." 

** And what right have you—" 

** The decisive right. Miss Rivers, as 
lawyers say— possession!" 

" Indeed, my Lord, this contest is no 
jest to me 5 and one which I must think 
very unworthy your politeness." 

I now made another effort to open the 
case, and Cecilia one equally alert to 
snatch it from me;— nay, she had very 
nearly succeeded j but I again put my 
hands behind me : hers still eagerly pur- 
sued the prize, till her glowing cheek al- 
most touched mine. I could not resist 
the impulse that led me to kiss it. Spring* 
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ing back in a moment^ with an air of in* 
expreissible disdain^ she seemed to lose, 
in the sense of indignity, the recollection 
of the object for which she had so im« 
portunately struggled. 

*• How, how, my Lord ! " sighed she, 
when she could recover voice enough to 
utter a word, " have I deserved that you 
should treat me thus ? Yet, alas ! I fear 
I ought rather to reproach myself for hav<* 
ing given you the opportunity ! O how 
am I punished, my dear Amelia, for the 
preference I ventured to give my own 
weak judgement over yours!" 

Overwhelmed with agitation, she sunk 
into a seat, and sobbed in silence. I rei 
collected too well the lady thus apostro- 
phised must be a worthy curate's wife, of 
whom my charmer had, in hours of confi- 
dence, spoken very partially. It is plain 
this Amelia, having put her own virtue in 
good keeping, £siils not to look sharply 
out for that of her friend. 

I had thus, as I thought, fiill power, if 
not permission, to peep into the picture* 



/ 
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case; when now the channer ittor6 so* 
J^nnly arose, and, laying her frembimg 
hand on mine, once more addressed 
me.— 

" Hold, my Lord! I conjure, you 
hold, and recollect yoursdf ! You are on 
the point of mortifying, of afflicting me, 
without procuring to yourself one mo* 
ment of pleasure 1 1 am sensible, too late, 
of the folly of opposing my strength to 
yours— it gives you, perhaps, an excuse 
for making me severely so : yet, if you 
have politeness, if you have honour— nay^ 
if you have only humanity— you will not 
farther wound the feelings of her who 
would suffer, mudh rather than wound 
yours ! " 

Adjurations so f^rent, on so trifling 
an occasion, only confirmed a suspicion 
which had through the whole kept pos- 
session of my mind — ^namely, that this 
was certainly some miniature of my- 
self; and as, without proof of her par- 
tiality, it was vain to hope that I should 
obtain an acknowledgement from her, I 
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0iust hare beat an absdnte idiot, had 
I given up my purpose. 

^' This is the only requert, my dear Ce* 
cilia, that I ^onld find it possible to deny 
you ; but I have long, long languished to 
know who has been happy enough to 
find the way to such a heart ; nor can I 
resist the opportunity.*' 

^^ Then - am I the most unfortunate 
wretch existing i " cried she, sinking into 
her chair again : ^^ hatefiil in my own 

eyesy and insulted by those • (O 

what eloquence was there in the pause, 
ere she added) I never injured !'' 

To find a likeness of myself could 
of course be no^ surprise; but to see a 
picture which I had given to Lady 
Killamey, so astonished me, that I was 
on the point of telling more on that 
subject than was any way necessary or 
expedient. How Cecilia should get it, 
without the assistance of some imp, I 
could not guess : however, I have since 
had the vexation of discovering, that, by 
my own carelessness, she not only got at 
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the picture, but the whole mind of the 
irascible fury who returned it to me. As 
soon as I could conquer my own confu- 
sion> I sank at her feet, and, seizing her 
hands, rep^itedly kissed and pressed them 
to my heart, sighing out — 

" Cecilia! my adored Cecilia! am I 
then so happy, so distinguished 1" 

She half opened those charming eyes 
which had shut me out in vexation, and, 
with a look of tender, humility, faintly 
repeated — 

" Leave me, my Lord !*— leave me, I 
conjure you, to that contempt I merit 
from all the world, and have already 
found, where, perhaps, I was weak enough 
least to expect it ! " 

" Ah ! why this injustice, dearest of 
creatures, either to yourself or me ? Par- 
don the impulse of a jealousy at once vague 
and powerful enough to conquer mere 
politeness. My heart, thus relieved from 
its doubts, throbs with a passion worthy 
even of her who excites it.'* 

" Do you not, even at this momenr^ 
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despise me ? Already you venture to talk 
to me of a passion to which my * own 
folly has given rise, and which honour re- 
quires you should forget, or bury in obli- 
vion. But. why should we argue, when 
argument is itself a crime ! " 

" Nay, now, my Cecilia, your severity 
knows no bound. Have I said aiight that 
honour will not justify ? Have I ventured 
to take any advantage of a discovery so 
dear? Am I not sunk humbly at your 
feet?" 

" But how low have you sunk my 
mind, my Lord ? — ^beneath your feet ! You 
have, in one moment, robbed me of that 
self-esteem I never knew before to value ! 
Yet let me, as I ought, arraign only my- 
self! Who, who shall after this assert that 
it is possible to live in habits of confidence 
with a man whom you could love without 
shame, anguish, humiliation ! Keep a pic- 
ture wl^ch I alCquired by means sufficiently 
Contemptible, and restore by means yet 
more sp :— I have, no longer a wish to call 
it mine ! Let me retire, my Lord !— why 

VOL. 11. c 
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sJiould you furtber insult or detain me f 
Save yourself in my esteem, and let me find 
my punishment only in my own failure ! '* 
Drowned in tears, wholly lost in me^ 
ktncholy contemplations, no trace of weak^ 
ness lived in her eye ; her very nature was 
inaccessible to a pleasure that her princi- 
ples could not justify. Virtue seemed, by 
long habitude, to have become a passion 
in her heart ; and, indeed, the leading 
one : yet love was visibly blended with it, 
though I saw the strength of her tender-* 
hess only in its eflTects. Sitting down by 
her, I soothed her wounded mind with all 
l^he homage which her superior character 
demanded. Whether my soothings in- 
sensibly became too impassioned, or she 
suddenly recovered all h^ severe pru- 
dence, I cannot guess ; but ^i&er drawing 
her chair several times farther from mine, 
she started up, and hastened to the ^bor ; 
hardly, however, had she time^ to know 
that it was fest, ere, leaning my back 
against it, I insisted on a liearing. 
. " Whatj Liord Westbury," cried i$he 



with recovered firmness, ^ qw, you hate 
to say that I ought to hear T' . 

^'A th(ms£md> thouesafid thing/s; aU> 
too eagjBT fi» a«Q( to ,bp ^istinqt." ; 
. " ](mpro¥et|H9ppportunity,iEty'LQi(d 
ruin yourself in Jtiy esteem, and debase 
me tP the ntBiost \ I hav0 hcien detected 
m cme erior> md therefore am liable to be 
suspected of mwy ! " 

" Pardon me, my sweet CecUia, if 
I have been redUQed> by tbe strictness^ of 
your conduct, to violate decorum, ou ' 
ofiend a purity which is in my eyes, of all 
yoo^ charais, the greatest! But the aish 
s^tioe you threatenr-my own crael, hop&» - 
less sitimtioni ! "-^~-4^ ^ 

My Lord ! — •" 

Few nothing, my love ; and only 
allow me a full, a &ir hearii^g !— I claim 
it of your justice ! This: happy hour has 
soothed my heart with 'the hope of an af» 
fection which must ever be its pride, al- 
though cruelly ordained at the same wno^ 
mefi^ to become itis affliction ! My hand^ 
lVa»g since chib&hly beatokred on a woman 
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to 

whose despicable conduct has whoWy 
alienated my heart, I had, when we met^ 
Only a heart to bestow; that fon<i, that 
faithful heart flew to your bosom as its 
nati»*al home ; yet I juttered riot a word — 
I imposed a silence !— " 

"Which, if indeed you loved me,** 
cried the dear creature in an agony of 
tears, " would be eternal Ah, where- 
fore dwell on such recollections ! Revert 
no more to hours which I have no use for 
life but to lament ! '* 

" O no, Cecilia ! that would be too 
hard a fate for us both ! The bright 
dxys of youth and passion must npt thus 
be annihilated/ Generous hearts make 
laws for themselves, feor iare governed by 
those of the vulgar ;— let such assert their 
own choice, and enjoy a happiness but 
thi^ more exquisite for being imknown 
and unsuspected!.*' . ' . 

No words can express the dismay that 
seemed to seize Cecilia. She gazed on me a 
monfent in cold and silent astonisdhment. 

" My God, do my senses deceive me ! '* 
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cried she et last ; ^ or. do I live to hear 
Lord Westbury avow himself a libertine ? 
Heoce, unworthy man ! you have no lon- 
ger a charm for my eyes ! You have 
founds nay you may still find, women who 
can receive and return a passion not pure 
enough to centre in one object.— There 
wanted but this to restore me to myself! 
— I had a father, my Lord, who was virtue 
personified. The principles which God 
ga\'e me, strengthened alike by his pre- 
cepts and example, early became a part of 
my existence. Not even you can shake 
them!— -Leave me. Lord Westbury!— * 
L^ave me!" 

The dignity of her miod seeiv^d to 
dilate her fragile form, and too surely 
added to all jts graces. , I could not thus 
part^ and with some deteraginiitipn said~* 
/^ Miss Rivers, you make me despe- 
rate ', sit down, aad give me the hearing 
you promised/* 

Her heart obeyed the decisive tone, 
though she trembled in complying. 

" Why should you imagine me a man 



so abandoned^ Prevaiil oh jour heart to 
impute my ec4^t ^athec to my mtMLlum 
titan choice. F^iii would I approve wfaolb 
alofie can bless rm witti you ! But siHC6 
00 *rue and tender a tie -strikes you with 
horqot*, sifice a <ierem6ny merely civil, and 
^iiA-oMtes all its force to the sincerity of 
the Yow pronduttced, appears so holy in 
your eyes, I sfeU -not pursue the painful 
M%eot $ yet 'must I ever regret that eyeil 

an apostle c^ouJd contract, in a single 'in^ 

• • • 

stance, a mind capable of the most liberal 
expansion on every other. I will struggle 
to^ conform to your ^leawre, since ii must 
be so, and endeavour to exist without you. 
Yet, surely,- it will be no crime to hope 
that the<3}]^hoe8 of life will one day efnable 
me to fallow in your 'own way the vow 
with whibh nay soul binds' itself thus to 
yours. O, make th^t vow mutual, my 
jsweet Cecilia J" added I, Ming at her 
feet ; " be mine !^for ever mine ! — mine 
only!" 

^^ Generous Lord Westbury ! " cried 
file, shaking off as it were a painful dreain> 
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while the tears yet swunming in her eyei 
were by loye converted to a spatlding 
brilliance, " you have retrieved my 
esteem ! You have indeed found the way 
to win me ! I no longer hesitate to avow 
a tenderness which has hitherto been only 
the source (^ inexpressible angttisb ! You/' 
half turning £rom me, as she pressed her 
white hand on h^ heart, with a grace she 
alone possesses, " you are its only object t 
A heart is wholly your own, from which 
Ihis hand shall never be separated ! May 
the generous passion that thus binds our 
souls to each other, refine and cherish in 
either bosom every virtue — ^so shall both 
be prepared for whatever lot God shall 
appoint us ! " 

I took the human privilege of sealing 
this celestial vow with an embrace 5 which, 
I am sorry to add, considerably reduced 
my heroics, by reminding me, that, after 
all, we were both mere mortals, and life 
a very uncertain possession. Yet, to 
overcome my sweet girl's scruples I knew 
was a vain hope, and to over-rule them a 
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base one. To guard both her and myself 
from the madness of the moment, . I had 
made my own house, deliberately, the 
scene of trial ; . and I have rejoiced a thou- 
sand, times at this^ perhaps necessary, 
precaution. 

The! dear creature now gave way to a 
pleasure so pure and so exquisite, that my 
very soul enjoyed it. I retained one hand. 
Hay, sometimes, both, and was allowed to 
sit down by her. 

"Thus sweetly af&anced to her whrai 
I adore," cried I, " she ought to know all 
now passing in the heart which she lias 
deigned to accept. Can I suffer the wife of 
my choice, the worshipped of my soul, to 
remain subjected to the weak, vain woman 
whom I have unhappily invested with my 
title ! Condescend, my Cecilia, to make 
that fortune at once your own which I 
can only enjoy when I share it with you ! 
Appear in the world with that distinction 
I think due at once to you and to my- 
self s nor imagine, that, in thus indulging 
my just pride and sensibility, you shall be 
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bound by one stipulation injurious to your 
honour or your peace." 

^^ Can you make this conclusion, when 
you would involve me in dependence? 
Gratitude, my Lord, is the most dan- 
gerous of all emotions to a generous na-^ 
ture ; and I think well enough of my own 
to fear it." 

. ^ Dear, ingenuous Cecilia ! yet, sure- 
ly, in this you refine too far ! " 

** Pardon me, my Lord, if, after admit* 
ting all your influence^ I feel compelled to 
decide against your judgement; an innate 
sense of propriety bids me resolutely 
conform to my own condition in life, un- 
less unforeseen circumstances should one 
day raise me to yours. Although denied 
the gratification of making you the arbiter 
of my conduct, be assured that it shall 
never disgrace you, unless a due exertion 
of our faculties shoidd be thought to oc* 
casion shame. Soothed in the idea that 
Lord Westbury would, on reflexion, have 
chosen me as the companion of his life, 
to a recollection so sweet I shall resort 
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wider every trials every afflictt<m; and 
make his wel&re here and hereafter my 
moessant prayer^ even though my own 
may never be included in it." 

^^ Intuitive^ animated j^osophy 1 ad- 
mirable Cecilia ! " cried I, straining her 
once more to my bosc»n, virhile she seemr 
ed hardly able to subdue the melancholy 
turn oi her own emotions* Yet, even at 
this moment, while beholding, hearinj^ 
her with admiration, a weak, unworthy 
«dsh throbbed. at my heart, and over- 
ruled its nobler impulses.— Never, never 
let a woman hope to satisfy a lover by ac- 
knowledging his power; that only in^ 
flames and centres those vague and wan- 
dering wishes which fiincy alone before 
supported, and leads us to dare the ut- 
most. Cecilia felt her danger, and would 
have withdrawn from my grasp ; but I ob- 
istinately retained her« 

" I would be wise, my love!" sighed 
I in a voice almost inarticulate; ^^ I would 
be good ! I would be all you virish ! but 
Nature^ too, asserts her claim^ and tells me 
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to be happy ! O^ grant some indtdgence 
to a passion which every moment in- 
creases ! Partake its enthusiasm, and give 
me now, even now, my Cecilia, the bliss 
you allow me one day to hope for-^^add 
gratitude to the charm of love ! So shaH 
I be yours, be only, ever yours, by every 
tie which is in my eyes dear or holy ! ** 

" Oh God, what will become of me ! ** 
cried the charmer in a tone of bitter di- 
stress. '^ Can you resolve to make me al- 
ready repent my confidence in your 
honour !" 

** Confide in it sti^, my Cecilia ; con- 
fide in it ever — ^safely you may ! ** 

I spoke with a determination that 
called for all the energy of her character ; 
nor did it desert her. 

" Hear me, my Lord ! in turn, hear 
me ! deny me not the justice you even 
now claimed. I see your design : alas ! 
too plainly I see it must have been from 
the first a design! Have pity on her 
whom you have made already beyond 
comparison wretched ! Oblige me not te 
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t)We that protection to your family I 
deign to supplicate from yoiurself : yet 
even that desperate hope <v^ill I try, if you 
reject my prayers, and ungenerously per- 
sist ! " — :Her soft and fragile form now, in 
a moment, seemed to sublime into air^ 
as, escaping from my arms, she sunk at 
my feet.—" I bow. Lord Westbury, be- 
fore your humanity ! I make that my pro- 
tection ! I am an unprotected, wretched 
orphan ; a very desolate young woman, 
with no pleasure but my innocence, no 
pride but my honour ! yet, alas ! my 
X-ord, I am only a woman j and of these 
you may, perhaps, bereave me, if you can 
resolve to be completely a villain ! You 
may liave power enough to render me a 
miserable apostate to my father, and to my 
God, for the few days that I could support 
such. a fate ! — ^Alas ! they would be very^ 
very few ! for were you all that you imagine 
yourself, and could crown me with every 
worldly advantage, grief and despair, at 
not deserving them, would some how or 

^ 

Other end me. Dare you destroy he? 
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h^i'e, and perhaps hereafter, who thus 
generously loves you ; and that for a tern* 
porary gratification of your senses ? You 
have reason, you have generosity, you 
have honour in other instances-— O, call 
on them all, at this moment, to subdue a 
wish so wild and unworthy ! Then, to ten- 
derness, my heart will join admiration and 
wonder. Yet, ah ! that tenderness which 
thus induces me to implore my safety from 
yourself, is a claim more touching than 
any I can urge, if you wish to live and 
die in peace with God and your own 
cohscienite !•' 

This elevated, affecting address was 
ehlit^ced by every power of broken pathos; 
while ,■ its consistency proved it to be the 
genuine impulse of her own pure heart. 
With it alt strength, all attempt at resist- 
ance endild/ save that she hung upon my 
hands, whicft she* chastely kissed, and by 
Ae fipods of tears with which she be- 
dewed'tfiem purified my nature from any 
loose ^ idea. Who, indeed, could have 
oherished suQh?. Pride, passion, anger, I 
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jDnight have been tempted to overbsw; 
but TOch a meek display of every feminine 
grace^ and hmnble fearful virtue^ even at 
the moment when ^e had her own emo* 
tions to contend with as well as inine^; 
none but a monster could have resisted. 
I raised the fallen flower with devoted 
reverence^ and forgot at <mee to be a 
ifiUain. 

, " Pardon, my sweet Cecilia, an uncon- 
scious effort ; or aUow for my cruel situ^ 
twn* No, never did I wis}?: to make ypu: 
miw but with your own consent 5 and it 
is you, alone, who know how to subdue I I 
would fain hope lliat it is npt in my nalrure 
to injure the being who relies on me ; \mt^^ 
were I capable of such basene99> you 
should be my last victim. Reoofeer your- 
self my oniy beloved ! Oh^ how. do those 
floods of bitter tears reproach flfifce t .Ne- 
ver, I solemnly swear, will I draw, forth' 
another voluntarily ! You have conquered, 
me ! I am, from this moment, a reason- 
able lover— the convert of your merits 1 
St, down,, my sweetest love^ and fet ut^ 
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<^ahnly arrange the Aiture, to set your 
heart and my own more at ease I " 

AU this was mighty fine talking; but 
the dear girl had felt even to the remotest 
fibre c^ her too-sensible heart ; nor could 
she thus suddenly be herself again. Her 
charming eyes, no longer finding pleasure 
in meeting mine, were fixed heavily on 
the carpet, and she even sobbed hysteri- 
cally whenever she sighed. Yet this she 
treated slightly, as a constitutional in<- 
firmity; nor would allow her heart to 
have the smallest share in the .severe emo« 
tion. 

Every moment did she reiterate her 
request that I woiild leave her; but far 
Jfrom intending compliance, I persisted in 
talking away the tears which she still at 
intervals continued to shed. I waa too 
much occupied by niy sul^ect to attend 
to the tone of my voice ; and though hers 
was in the lowest key, I fear mine was in 
ulio. In the midst of, as I thought, a 
most eloquent harangue on my part, up 
started my Cecilia, with an agitated air. 
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" Oh, heavens !" cried she, " Mrs. HK* 
son ! — Do not you hear her, my Lord ? 
I dm undone, if she finds you with me !" 
I took the hint, and retreated to a fa- 
Vdurite hiding-place which I lately dis- 
covered, as I suppose Cecilia concluded 
that I should ; not without devoutly wish- 
ing my fidgeting dd housekeeper fairly 
deposited in one of her own pickling-jars. 
How wisely I looked, when, from the verge 
of the window-curtain, I perceived immedi- 
ately afterwards that no human being was 
at the door, but my charmer on fiill flight 
down the stairs, I leave you to imagine. 
I execrated my own egregious credulity in 
crediting an artifice which I could not but 
admit virtue herself dictated. Happily 
my sweet girl will not be so much inclined 
to laugh at this simplicity as half her 
thoughtless sex would. 

I knew fidl well that it would be vain 
to hope she would return unaccompanied ; 
and, cross enough at heart, retreated to my 
solitary apartment. I have passed an al- 
most sleepless night in inditing you this 
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lacohic epistle } — ^perhaps my Cecilia is 
employed in much the same manner^ 

What a rational^ judicious man must 
this good girl's father have been! By 
teaching her to distrust herself, he has 
saved her the chance of ever incurring het 
own reproaches. How important too, in 
the female character, is the force of habit ; 
it is a line of circumvallation which pre- 
vents our assailing the very outworks of 
chastity. 

Yet women, whom we sometimes find 
most capable of exertion in points of mo- 
ment, do we weak vain wretches presume 
to place second in the scale of creation. 
Soon shall we find, when, by the liberal 
care of their parents, they share with us 
the advantages of cultivated intellect, 
with what a grace they will unite the 
charm of each sex in themselves. 

I am half afi'aid that you should see my 
Cecilia ; for though to my eyes and heart 
she has every perfection of which nature is 
capable, I know you look for the letter of 
beauty, while I adore the spirit : yet could 
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you not dfeny her both, when yon hav^ 
talked with her half an hour 5 for, as the 
poet exquisitely says— 

" Mind ! mind ! alone — bear witness earth and 

h6aven— ^ 
The living fountains in itself contains 
Of beauteous and sublime ! '' 

I am sorry, inethinks, to quit the 

heroics ; but a kind of an earthy, groveling 

inclination yet hangs about me. I will 

address my Cecilia, and try if through her 

I again can soar. 

Yours, ever, 

Westbury. 

'■■ ' ^■" " "' " •» ■" .11  ii . I ...■ I .. 

LETTER XXVII. 
TO MRS. FORRESTfeR. 

OH, my Amelia! from what have I 
not escaped since yesterday evening ! — 
from Lord Westbury— alas ! jfrom myself, 
too !— from all that could charm, all that 
could destroy me ! I adknowledge, with 
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humility, your better judgement. 1 will 
make it, henceforth, the rule of mine. I 
blush at the obstinacy with which I havq 
so long closed my heart to the tender ad- 
monitions of a faithiiil friend. Ah, how 
will she rejoice to find that my only rea- 
son for blusliing I— Let me relieve my 
overcharged soul, and pour forth all its 
sentiments to my Amelia!— yes, to that 
chosen depositary, your heart, I freely 
cotamit the very weaknesses of mine! 
Whether you approve or condemn, I 
must speak, and I will ever do it sin- 
cerely. 

I am even now too much agitated to 
retrace the conversation which led me to 
the very verge of destruction. Yet I owned 
not to Lord Westbury that I loved him ;— 
needless adknowledgment, where only 
words are wanting ! 

How was I punished for secreting the 
miniature I mentioned, v^hen. I saw it be^ 
come a silent but indubitable evidence of 
my tenderi^iess ! No longer mistress enough 
of my mind to use one subterfuge, I stood 

i>2 



S6 

before him a self-convicted criminal, sink-' 
ing into the earth with confusion. Ah, 
think of the consequences of this dange*' 
rous discovery !— to see Lord Westbury 

, kneel, sigh, supplicate. It was not the 
bold, the insolent, the presuming lover, 
whom I had to contend with ; pride would 
then have ensured my safety. It was 
the most lovely, the most insinuating of 

' mankind urging all that heart-felt influence 
of which he knew himself possessed, and 
breathing the dictates of a guilty passion, 
in the language of Virtue herself. Even 
now the image lives before my eyes^ 
and with a culpable delight I dwell on 
the recollection. I see him yet at my 
feet, lovely as I find him in my heart. 
He had been at the birthday-ball, and every 
native grace was heightened by magnifi- 
cence. His clothes, happily chosen, gave 
improved clearness to a complexion beauti- 
fidly lighted up by youth, hope, desire, 
and a feeling for me even stronger than 
every other; while his eyes, now spar- 
kling with impatience, now languishing 
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with softness^ assumed with each impres- 
sion a new and more interesting charm. 
Ah, well may you tremble for me at this 
dangerous moment ! Half lost in a chaos 
of fear and emotion, I found my very soul 
incline to the sweet violence with which 
he drew me towards him. Sentiment conr 
spired with sense to betray me, by repre- 
senting him as worthy all that my partiali- 
ty could bestow. One thought alone inr 
tervened between me and ruin, and Hear 
ven instantaneously brought it to my aid 
in all its force, " Lord Westbury is his 
own no longer," said my conscience: 
** Respect the most sacred tie of God and 
nature!" The monitor struck pn my 
heart, and the animating blush, which had 
a moment before confused every faculty, 
was extinct at once; a sudden chill 
brsu^ied eyery nerve, and I conquered by 
daring to think it possible that I might 
conquer. Yet, oh ! sighed my heart, let 
me owe my safety to the generous mai^ 
who sought of myself alone to win me ! I 
turned instantaneously agaiijtst hiipself tt)e 
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impassioned eloquence which he had 86 
well known how to employ. Who but a 
monster can be proof Against the object 
beloved, in the attitude of fond suppli^ 
cation ? I knew it was not possible that 
Lord Westbury should be so. Pure as 
my own, were the tears that mingled 
with them, when, raising, he told me I 
was safe. I almost fancied the return of 
reason and virtue diffused a living ray of 
heaven, a kind of glory over his whole 
person. 

It is true that I could be in no danger, 
except from myself, in a house where 
every creature would have flown to my 
laid ; but to have been reduced to the ne- 
cessity of avowing such, a danger, would 
have irretrievably sunk him in my opinion 3; 
while I should have been the victim, at fast, 
of calumny. No, I could not have survived 
so bitter a disappointment 1 for in his 
excellence alone am I proud — of his 
charms alone am I vain ! 

How exquisite were the moments that 
followed! Alas! deeply grieved was I 



39 

to shorten, by a severe but necessary pm- 
dence^ the mutual though dangerous in- 
dulgence ! 

Happy to be elevated in the eyes of 
Lord Westbury, I can hardly regret, now 
it is past, a trial diat must Leave him- 
without a doubt either of his own in- 
fluence or my principles. Secure at once 
of my love and my virtue, his tenderness, 
J would fein hope, will be kept alive by 
convictions so impressive, when rigid 
duty compels me to leave him only re- 
colleotiqu to support his passion. Oh, 
fx^ Amelia ! should the hour ever arrive 
when heaven permits him to make ano- 
ther choice, a solemn and mutual engage^ 
inent unites him to your Cecilia! Thfe 
dear, the av^ul vpw has passed my lips, 
and never, never shall it be violated ! Ne- 
.ver, I again swear, most adored of men, 
shall this hfind be given to another! It 
a severe destiny forbids me to be thine, I 
will wither away in unceasing affection, 
Mid, to the last breath I draw, my pray- 
ers shall rise for thee ! Ah, how vain the 
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supposition that it could be violated^ 
when the whole universe supplies not 
another Westbury ! 

What are all the transient raptures 
of a guilty passion, to the sacred con- 
scidusness of having withstood them ! By 
this means, and this alone, levelled with 
the distinguished choice of my heart, I 
raise my eyes without fear to his ; cer- 
tain that each will reflect to the other a 
tenderness we may bear into eternity. 
Amelia, I presume a little on my triumph. 
Ah, grant me this small indulgence ! To 
all around me I appear a wandering, an 
abstracted being— you, alone, know me 
for an enlivened one. 

Am I now reinstated in your favour ? 
Without looking back for causes of dis- 
trust, rely on me, when I promise to be 
all you wish hereafter. I have resolved, 
torturing as the effort is, to fly Lord 
Westbury's presence. Ah, no! it were 
madness to hold more than a correspon- 
dence with him, unless heaven itself, by 
. au unlooked for event, should authorise 
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our attachment! I vow this on your 
faithful bosom; and when I break this vow, 
may the chosen of my Soul forget his! — a 
punishment beyond all others in the idea 
of your 

Cecilia Rivers. 

P.S. I made up my mind to wait on 
Lady Westbury, and request my dismis- 
sion, ere I again beheld my Lord. I was, 
indeed, unable this morning, at any rate, 
to appear at breakfast. Lady Westbury 
was surprised at my avowed motive for 
soliciting to see her ; and rather haughtily . 
required my reasons for giving up the 
charge of her daughters. I urged want 
of health ; of which she might judge by 
my looks. She offered me the advice of 
her own physician, and seemed offended 
at my declining the favour : nay, she was 
good enough to tell me that I might take 
the children, and set out immediately for 
Arlington, if air would benefit me. Not 
even 'this proposal could I accede to, She 
then surveyed me, I thought, with a se- 
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mere consciousness gave me the idea. 
Alas! an ingenuous heart droops under 
the least secret, and half betrays itself. 
She suffered me, Jiowever, to make my 
parting compliments, and in a few days 
I go. — ^O the misery contained in that 
little word I 



LETTER XXVIir. 

TO MISS RIVERS. 
/ 

THE night which I thought would 
be eternal is at length past; and morn- 
ing brings me — ^not my Cecilia U-ah, no ! 
she deigns no longer to preside at that 
table, where she made a simple repast 
luxury. Tedious have been the hours 
• which I have passed, since we parted, in all 
the restless irresolution of unsatisfied love. 
—Alas! I sometimes fancy that I have 
been wanting to myself, and too easily 
discouraged. Pardon, then, my once 
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more attempting to soften the chosen of 
my soul, while her absence leaves me 
power of recollection, and my fond heart, 
no longer oppressed by sympathy with 
her soft f<?ars, is capable of exerting its 
little reason, its little eloquence. 

Oh ! most lovely, most beloved of wo- 
men ! if you, composed of every gentle 
grace, have a reserve t)f fortitude which 
may enable you to overcome these di- 
stracting emotions, by sex or philosophy, 
pity a man who has no resource in either ! 
He seeks in vain to refine nature to calm- 
ness, or preserve a silence exacted only 
by a mistaken delicacy ! Modes of think- 
ing so distinct as yours and mine on one 
single point, while our characters assimi- 
late in every other, can spring only from 
custom : and how often, my Cecilia ! da 
we make for ourselves the decorums that 
enslave us? — Nature ordained us not thus 
to dread each other !— She institutes no 
ideal horrors : and in giving man the 
bold privilege of entreating, she left to 
woman the softer one of yielding to his 



prayers. — How can I be justified in re- 
maining silent? — ^Can I have a proper 
sense of your various merits and charms, 
and not give words to my feelings?— 
That rare candour, generosity, and purity, 
so conspicuous in the scene of yesterday, 
will only embitter my fate, if my Cecilia 
is yet inexorable !— The more deservmg I 
find you, the leJBS can I exist without 
you ; and bow will you deny compassion 
to an extravagance which your virtues 
first occasioned, and your tenderness iur 
creases? 

Oh I why did you acknowledge that 
. I reigned in an incomparable heart, till 
then the sole boundary of my wishes ?-^^ 
I have no longer the power of limiting 
them !— p-This precious pledge of so rich a 
treasure only makes me restless and mi- 
serable, till I can call the whole my own : 
and, ah ! at what a vast and uncertain 
distance am I now thrown from it !— -- 
Surely I have a right to appeal against 
a sentence which oijly lost its severity 
in the sweetness of the judge's voice !~I 
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. now am but too sensible to the cruelty of 
my situation: I now feel how entirely 
you have annihilated my taste for plea^ 
sures that once filled up my thoughtless 
days ; yet refuse to give me, in yourself 
a rich compensation for all those which 
I can no longer enjoy. Without you, 
how tedious, how insipid, will be my fu- 
ture existence !— Ah ! if I cannot con- 
vince, yet, if you love me indeed, I may 
surely hope to charm to rest an imagi- 
nary scruple. — ^Yield, my adored Cecilia ! 
be gracious !— Oh, yield ! to sweeten and 
share those advantages which I can only 
find such with you ; and I swear again— 
yes ! on that glowing cheek, I once more 
solemnly swear — you shall have a public, 
an indubitable right to them, if ever I am 
again master of my fate !— You say that 
I know not the firmness of your mind. 
You know not the tenderness of mine, I 
may safely assert. Ever above that vul- 
gar prejudice which makes men tremble 
to reward desert, only because they have 
a conviction of it, I shall, when my day 



46 

comes, with pride, with pleasure, return 
the generous confidence for which I now 
entreat ! — Can you be so inexorable as to 
hear, unmoved, the voice of a favoured 
lover?— I have seen, through its natural 
snow, your faithful, your responsive heart 
beat !— Ah ! why should it beat in vain ? 
~Let your generosity speak, and your 
scruples must be silenced; even should 
they not, add to jny gratitude, by a vo- 
luntary sacrifice of them ! 

How easily might you, by a lottejfy- 
prize, account to your friends for that 
change of situation which I shall think 
at once due to you and myself. I have 
an estate of a thousand a-year not entail- 
ed—it shall be your own, either by sale 
or settlement. I have an elegant house 
in town that shall be fitted up immedi- 
ately for your reception: nor will I, if 
you so command, cross the threshold, 
even as a common visitor. Yet will I 
soothe my heart with the hope, that, in 
some chosen spot where no prying eyes 
shall pursue either, I may, at some happy 
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intervals, behold you :— yes, I shairsacri- 
fice, without regret, the pleasure of pass- 
ing my days in your society, to that of 
protecting you from all malice and obser- 
vation.— With what transport shall I be- 
hold my heart's only idol gracing with 
her presence the round of amusements 
where I must worship her afar oiT !— The 
world will then discover all her merits 
and charms — for affluence opens the eyes 
of the many. Her liberal soul will then 
enjoy, to its extent, the transport of 
making happy those who look up to her. 
—Thousands will find my Cecilk born to 
save them ; while even her Westbury will, 
through her, partake of blessings which 
he only, through her, could deserve. It 
is a virtue to be mine, my love ! if it is a 
virtue to reclaim ; for it is in your power 
to make the heart now so eagerly address- 
ing you, aU that you would have it be ! 

Ah! how shall I suggest to my 
Cecilia the delightful idea that our mu- 
tual tendamess might Jiave living con^* 
sequences without her suffering in situ- 
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atipn ! Sveh this might be^ alnd the world 
out of the secret. Were I indeed happy 
enough to owe to hef^ breathing pjedges 
of a love inestimably prized, would not 
the voluntary tie already uniting us be 
doubly endeared when so feelingly per- 
petuated ! For the offspring of my heart, 
I should grow a miser of my fortune I— 
and, in a love the most lavish> would com- 
pensate to them and the adored being to 
whom I owed them, the advantages it is 
not in my choice to offer her. 

You shall not rely on my faith, till 
the law becomes an indubitable test of 
my sincerity; and to that I will, even 
with your tacit consent, resort impa<^ 
tiently. 

What more can a true, an impassioned 
heart urge ? — Or how, if you now hear me 
unmoved, shall I ever hope to prevail! 
My hand is solemnly plighted to you !*- 
my heart forever yotir own! Consider, 
that the weak woman who bears my title, 
has but my title; while I am wedded 
in soul to Cecilia Rivers ! Remember, that 
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you are only implored to make a, tem- 
porary sacrifice of a little feminine pride — 
a mere prejudice—in favour of a lover 
whose whole life will be spent in meriting 
the condescension 5 who will wait with 
impatience for the day when he may call 
upon the world to applaud and ratify that 
union, by which both his Cecilia and him- 
self may long have been rendered happy. 
Oh, with what joy should I introdix^ 
to my fiiends,ajs my bride, in the sighl: of 
maa and angels, the charming woman 
who alone made me worthy either! K 
there is a transport beyond hearing her 
whom yxm adore univ^sally admired, it 
must foe the consciousness that jEdie is 
worthy ihe iascinatin}? distinction: and 
l«h.^b.«i»ta.heUgh«.deg«e. 

: Thus have I, my love, weighed and 
«t before you every possible consequence 
of true oB^tion, without diisceming one 
which jBhbuld induce you further to ^ehj 
that hsrppiness you have allowed the hope 
of to Your OMTi 

Westbukv. 
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LETTER XXIX. 



ANSWER. 



IS it possible, my Lord, that you 
should deUberately thus address me? Is 
it possible that you thus employed those 
hours which I passed, sleepless^ it is true, as 
you did, but in, a happy, contemplation of 
the promised futbre, wh^i no severe duty 
might tear us from each other ?' Is it pos*- 
sible, I, again ask, that you should have exa* 
ployed that interesting. intervaL in collect* 
ing siich base argumehts,as tend to Corrupt 
the heart through the mediiim of the mi*- 
derstanding ? Yet have youidegradedyour* 
self rather than me, in this unworthy 
attempt; and when I coolly tell you 
that I both despise and reject your li<ien^ 
tious proposal, you will imagiiie what 
I feel. Po not, my Lord, again insult 
me with haviug given my heart to you. 
It was won by a noble and supeirior na- 
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ture, nor can devote itself to the man 
who exhausts shining talents to varnish 
over^hoUow and vicious arguments; whose 
judgement seems to be the dupe of his 
senses. Alas ! must he not be contemp- 
tible as well as wretched, if once he sub- 
mits to such masters ? 

Recall your wishes, my Lord, to their 
former boundary ; for my weak partiality 
is, you may be assured, eflfectually cured 
by any voluntary depravity. O that I 
could controul the impetuosity of my tem- 
per ! Alas, I am ashamed to feel that you 
can afflict while thus you offend me. 
Ah, God ! is it then Lord Westbury who 
deliberately supposes innocence to have a 
price ; and that the woman whom he loves , 
has fixed one upon her own ? Has he not 
known even himself, in the hour of wild 
passion, rejected by her who idolized him ? 
What then can he hope from his fortune? 
Is it credible that you should be so little^ 
so selfish, my Lord, in your fondness, as to 
attempt humbling to the dust the very 
humble being who excites it ? Was it for 

£ S 



such a purpose Heavea lavished on you 
every personal and mental advantage; 
and to those added all ihe means of saving 
or destroying so many ? Thinks think in 
time, that great in proportion to the 
trust will be your condemnation, if thus 
you pervert Heaven's own best gifts ! 

You could, it seems, be satisfied if Ce- 
cilia Rivers was only supposed innoqent ! 
Good Heaven ! how little do you know of 
her whom you profess to adore 1 I am 
marked, my Lord, by a haughty sim- 
plicity of character, which the worM may 
term too decisive. I disdain to be thought 
any thing but what I am ; and could I 
once resolve to deserve shame, I should 
with resignation endure it. Those «pe^ 
cious appearances you c<dour so highly, 
would to me double the blushes of guilt 
and the blackness of infamy. If such are 
m reality your ideas of happiness and 
propriety^ how could you ventutfe to con- 
clude that I should be brought to think 
with you? How could you hc^e that I 
should detiberatetly resolve to roll away a 
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gaudy existence iu a dear-bought carriage, 
where I must know myself an artificial 
being, who daily shrouded in satin a 
eorrupt heart, and whose Kfe was all an 
iniquitous illusion ? May I not claim your 
pardon, when I tell you that I was born 
in too humble a rank to inherit this mode 
of thinking; and introduced among those 
who do, too late to overcome my horror 
at opinions which I will suppose to be 
general in high life, as the best excuse I 
can make for your having adopted them. 
Yet this, perhaps, is but the remnant of 
Hiy original weakness in your favour: 
for, do you iiot profess to disdain those 
•* ideal horrors which we make for our- 
selves,*' and all the •* slavery of public opi- 
nion ! *' Alas, my Lord ! how much is my 
sex indebted to tliose rigid rules which 
yxmrs disclaims! The severe boundary 
opinion sets to virtue, you have taught 
me to believe one of her greatest safe- 
guards ; since to venture but a single step 
beyond the line, is, I now know by sad 
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experience^ to expose oneself to the most 
mortifying indignities. 

You have affected, with singular ad- 
dress, to present to my agitated mind 
every consequence of an attachment un- 
sanctioned by law and morality : but you 
well know how to pass over whatever 
makes not for your argument. I conquer 
the timidity, perhaps the delicacy, of my 
sex, to show you the integrity of my na- 
ture ; for my imagination is, I own, not so 
inactive as to be circumscribed by yours. 
How can I fail, when I contemplate 
the union you represent as honourable^ 
to see myself (what you, my Lord, shall 
never see me) the stigmatised mother of 
a nameless offspring, deprived by my 
weakness of every right in society? all 
those dear and sacred privileges which 
law and custom alone can now authorise 
even to nature ! Ah, can I hear, in fancy 
only, these desolate and neglected chil- 
dren demand from me a name and a fa- 
ther, without sinking overwhelmed with 
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guilty anguisb, aad confusion? It is thus 
Lord Westbury asks me to prove my love ! 
It is thus that he is anxious to prove his 
ewjil But .mine ..has been., much over- 
rated indeed^ if you imagined that I should 
listen one moment, my Lord, to such an 
extravagant proposal ; in which (as a spe- 
cimen of your generosity) you make me 
so totally thq victim.. Because I volun- 
tarily lavished on you a part of the little 
treasure which God bfestowed on me, you 
deliberately resolve to rob me of the rest J 
Blush, Lord W^estbury, blush at so shame-* 
ful an abuse of yoiu' influence and your 
reason : and till you x^am remember her 
as die merits, forget a wretch whom your 
love first marked with that sad appel- 
lation, which your generosity only seefc^ 
to exchange for one yet niore degjrading. 
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Expose not yourself by seeking me in 
an evening : I fly— even my own heart ; 

but shall never more be found in a lonely 

» ... _ . •'  

hour or place, by you. Alas ! what a. 
fate is mine!— and how much more iu- 



make it ! 






LEaTTBRXXX. 
TO MISS RIVERS. 

YOUR letter, my sweet Cecilia, has 
reaiched m^ very i^ely : but how deeply 
has it shocked me ! Have I deserved a bit- 
terness and resentment so poignant ? Ah ! 
why; my Iovb, take pleasure in misjudging 
a heart which moirt ardently scores you ; 
and feels that adoration' to ber its only sin j 
towards God, the world, or yourself! Elo- 
quence and sensibility, which W^re bestow- 
fed to enlivfen happiness, you delight to em-; 
ploy in torturing the lover who owns ybnr 
power to be unlimited. Which of your 
severe reproaches can I obviate ? But I 
can feel thdm all ;-^arid I do most acutdy 
feel them. No, my harsh love !— my ob- 
durate Cecilia ! you shall yet be obliged 
to confess that my heart was never little. 



Hef^ iM^h, in ifis tefA^rMSB. hk the 
jproposal which yont cefisure to bitterly^ t 
coiii^ted ydur character and probable 
ft^^gsy thttner ih?A my Own; and Mi 
f^tdy to prove t6 jovtj that I denifanded 
hot one ^&tr\fke which I will not reeldily 
in^e. Consent but to be mine ; share one 
fete with me, Cecilia!— and dictate the 
manner. I shall not oppose you in any 
resolution. Let a new system become the 
consequence of the tie. I Mdll abandon 
with you the only country where either 
will be known, and recdve from you the 
name which I ought to give you. Command 
ftiy fortune ;— direct my life ;— all Climates 
ivith you ^11 be eqtial— and any appel- 
lation which you will deign to share with 
yxmr imhappy \bvet. 1 shall never fail to 
do justice to your conduct J nor do I sup- 
pose, jiSrheh niy domestic disappointment 
is temembered, that the world will be 
severe on mine. 

Have I at length been able to recon- 
dile ybu to a wretch whom every thing 
coiispires'to grieve and mortify? Even in 



the same house^'am .1 not idiutfrom you a$ 
f>y an enchanted circle ? obliged to send 
a letter circuitously, and by an artifice ?— » 
to wait (while only a ceiling and a floor 
divide us) your answer in all the tor* 
ments of suspense ? Yet am I not without 
hopes, that it will now foe the generous 
one I should dictate. 



LETTER XXXI. 
. ANSWERv 

- * * • 

FROM my earliest years to this mo- 
ment, it has excited my wonder to find 
the passio^ of love so reprob^.ted and cen- 
sured by the wise of jail times and ages. 
Ah ! how cou|d I ^ess,,t4U,sad experience 
tay^ . me^ . th^ propriety of such harsh 
cen£|ures ? Why, why, my Lord, will you 
not be the sublime creature I thought 
*you? Why will you at once rack my 
heart, by descending fi'om the height 
where I delighted to admire you, and giye 
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to your poor frail Cecilia that superiority 
of which you rob yourself? If the ex* 
travagaut turn of your last appeased my 
wounded pride, it doubly hurt my reason. 
You, you yourself are destined to become 
a warning to the heart that bows before 
you. Good Heaven! of what infinite 
importance is it to guard against the in« 
fatuation of passion, when thus it subjects 
the superior nature of Lord Westbury !— ' 
when he can forget, only to indulge a wild 
transport of fond but guilty tenderness, 
all the solid duties and claims of social 
life ! Can a map of rank sin alone ? Bom 
to give rules to subordinate thousands, his 
error would become the example of one 
half of the community, and the jest of the 
other. No, my Lord ! I cannot suffer you 
to buy misfortune and disgrace at such a 
price. The guilt of my misconduct would 
be doubled, if it thus became the ap- 
parent cause of yours. 

Innocent and obscure as I was born, 
it is my hope that I may die — ^unless I 
may owe elevation to goodness. 
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db^ my Lord! call in, as I do, self* 
esteem to your assistance ! Recollect all the 
exertions <tf intellect and principle due to 
ypmr character, and to society 1 Reoc^tect, 
at the same moment, the pangs you make 
me suifer in the conflict ! Think what may 
be the stings of a guilty, what the plaudit^ 
ef an approving, congcienoe ! And, if evar 
that head, so precious to my eyes and 
keaart, should be destined to sink oppressed 
by sidaiess, on a pillow where it finds not 
repose-«oh ! let not one pang of repen- 
tance be added to those of malady ! Never 
let your secret soul remind you, with cruel 
aggravation, that you have robbed one 
human beiDig of health, innocence, or peace 
<rf mind ! I think, yes, even now I thhfik, 
my Lord, that you have a nature too noble 
to be distanced in the race of virtue. 

More grievedj perhaps, than oflfended 
at your last extravagant proposition, the 
very infatuation which caused, extenuates 
that fault* Tov pass it over is, however, 
all that I can grant — ^yet believe me I 
seek to grant all I may — except the repe- 
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titk>n of the willing acknowledgmeate 
which I have already made you; that, 
when I am at liberty to hear y^u, I shall 
have no other pleasure ; and that to think 
of you in the interval will be my oa^ 
consolation. Alas^ I xnu&t only think of 
you, my Lordi I cannot, any more than 
yourself, longer endure the restrictions ta 
which both are in this enchanted circle 
subject. Shall I own to you that I have 
resolved not to endure them ? Yet how, 
except by quitting this house, can I 
evince my sincerity, or ensure my safety ? 
I have weighed well the past, and the fu- 
ture :— we m^y owe a first temptation to 
accident, a second only to choice. Thk 
conchision is the simple result of virtue : 
and judge of her influence, wlien it couih 
terpoises yours. Yes, I am fixed to go 
firom this much-loved home. Vanity, pride, 
nay love itself, confirm my fond and fear- 
ful heart in this resolution, for I owe it to 
myself to deserve you. 

The refined moralists of these days, 
I well know, trace every action into selfi 
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love ; and though I hope I am incapable 
of being actuated by so nari*ow a motive, 
I will not d1;tempt to confute a prevalent 
opinion. But believe me, my Lord, if 
love of myself should unconsciously have 
induced me to reject your first proposal, 
the more powerful love I feel for you 
will render me for ever deaf to vour 
second. 



LETTER XXXII. 
TO MISS RIVERS. 

INCOMPARABLE Cecilia! who can 
love you, and retain one gross, one selfish 
Mea ? Who can know himself the beloved 
of such a heart, and not partake its ele- 
vation ? I seek in vain for words that may 
convey my fond admiration of your ex- 
alted mind. Your very prejudices act 
upon my soul with the force of convic- 
tion—the charm of purity. Ah, how can 
I atone for the presumption of seeking to 
level with myself that enchanting crea- 
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ture whom I was bom but to worship? 
Yes, my Cecilia ! you may make me bltish 
at my little, my selfish, arguments ; but 
I cannot blush to £nd you rise above 
them. Ah, no ! amid the throbs of disap^ 
pointment, I glory in your pre-^mnence. 

Be happy, then, my best, my only 
love^ your own way, since mine can never 
make you so- While I caii see those eye$ 
so dear to me, owing their sweetest ex- 
pression to pleasure, I can never be with- 
out enjoyment. Yes, sense ahd-self re* 
fine as I read your letters, and leave my 
bosom a temple worthy to enshrine the 
piu'e heart of my Cecilia. Ah, let it re- 
mam in that hallowed home 1 I cannot 
know sin with such a talisman to guard 
me. 

But what means my love by talking 
of flying? You cannot entertain so in- 
human an idea ! Have I not acquiesced 
in every decision ? Have I not submitted 
my very soul to a power so sublimely de* 
ispotic? Can you think it necessary to 
put it out of the possibility of accident, to. 
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bless me lyith a look ? Will jou jgtojt leave 
fae at least the fancie4 indulgenpe of pro* 
tecting you ?-"the iaocied iaterest T^ter 
myself .wi^„ in your every thought ! Why 
may I not l^reathe the ^nie aifj or.dbqp 
under the same roof? Where i^ the kor 
fVQiprietf \n my thus remotely remaining 
your friend, your protector ? Can you in- 
deed loye, and yet cherish these idle ap- 
prfhensionsj these -extravagant cautions? 
Ah, no, Cecilia !— love and fear ^e ineom*' 
patible : and all the partiality you 0.VOW 
for me is so cold^ so very rational, thait 4 
little ; time, a little sev^ity to youm^ 
and it Tai^ij^es, My iove, a}83 ! ibijurns 
through evQry vm, »4JiiQe9Sfat|tly:cki»mi 
y Wi, Said I, th9>t love faiows no* lev ?*^ 
Alas ! I tremble while thus avowing .my 

You think me, perhaps, too happy in 
tracing your studies, from tbie disorder of 
iik0$e books which it is ime of .. my c3x\e£ 
pleasures to replace after you. CoiUd you 
know, how often I kisp ti^e cold cov^s be- 
<3iiu$e your lingers hj»ve touched them Ir— 
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You think me too much gratified in mak- 
ing my girls lisp out that name, in infan- 
tine fondness, to whicfe my heart so sweetly 
vibrates. Alas! those little ones have the 
power of delighting; by nleans as casual as 
this, him whom they yet know not how 
to flatter. But it is the will of my Cecilia 
to leave me without even these trifling, 
th^se innocent pleasures; — ^to leave the 
i^weet children, who are in one sense or^ 
phans, tit) be educated by chance, while she 
Yohtntarfly takes from them the benefit of 
her ^^mplel Ah, Cecilia ! — ^you forget 
that 'those children are mine ! * 
-^ ' But ifHi^ lio 1 thus urge you ? — All 
yow resolutiofhs are unalterable': I, at 
least, neverhad power to change onei 

_ ^ * ' 

Yet the heArt is the only monitor ; ahd if 
ttet iisl silent, I would not wish to pre^ 
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AN;4WJEJt I 



, . UNJUST and cruei ! Ah, my Lord f 
ought you QfOt to kjnow that I liave neither 
deserved your extravagant prolines, nor 
reproaches ? You sui^efy take ple^ure ut 
;the exertion of your power, wd^ %d am 
indulgence in the bitterness of my atfiq^ 
tion ! Alas ! that resoiution whiqh yom 
affect to impute to my indifference ^slh^ 
pitmoat efifort of my dutyjtHhi&/mp8t de- 
cisiiie proof .9f my attachsnent. l§ ikfiw 

Ji fh^ld fio4 ijt necessary tq^ %^? Y^^f, 

in me those apprehensions which gratit)(Mi^ 
should rather induce you to sooth than 
increase. But delicacy is not a charac- 
teristic of your sex ; nor know you how 
that of a woman may be wounded by 
a single word. 
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I really think you are determined, my 
Lord, entirely to distract me. " I forget 
that the children endeared to my very 
soul are yours," — you unkindly tell me. 
How can I forget it, while they are so 
lovely ? If, in the sincerity of their little 
hearts, they speak of the tears I every 
hmt shed over them; the impassioned 
otfesses I lavish;— what excuse can you 
makef to yourself for so cruel an aspersion ? 
ITou can liever know, for it is not possible 
your heart should expand with the soft- 
iiess^ of that of a woman, the inestimable 
pleasure which I am reduced to deny 
myself, when I give up the charge of your 
daugtiters -, the exquisite delight I could 
tafee in Ibnnifng them to resemble in mind, 
as ii^ person, theii^ £tther ; and in fondly 
fancying that my cares daily heighten- the 
nwttfi^al likeness. But a fate so blest was 
not ordained foi* me. The heart is, as yotf 
observe, liiy Lord, the best monitor ; and 
mine submits to cruel conviction. - Yet, 
^ ! fdrget not that I fly but to pteserve. 
my own esteemr, and ensure yours. 

F 2! 
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LETTER XXXIV. 



TO MISS RIVERS. 



STILL nobly obstinate !—affectingly 
sincere ! By what imperceptible charm 
is it that my Cecilia makes her very de- 
nials too flattering to offend ? You still 
love me then !— Yes, you deign again to 
sooth me with that sweet acknowledg- 
ment ; to indulge my soul with the fond 
repetition ! — Ah, had you seen the enrap- 
tured phrensy with which I now kissedj 
and now re-read, your last exquisite let- 
ter, you would at once have known the ex- 
cess of my passion, and your own bound- 
less influence. 

From this moment I will avail myself 
of your bright example, and at least de- 
serve the happiness which I may yet one 
day claim. Surely the time will come> 
when you will no longer drive me fi^om 
your feet i— when I may unchecked pour 
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forth there all the ardours of my soul ! 
Oh, my lovely, my adored Cecilia ! never 

while I Ah, what am I attempting ? It 

is heneath a true and an unalterable pas* 
sion, to bind itself by the vulgar tie of 
vows. No, most beloved! You will, I 
know, judge my heart by the generous 
one in your own bosom ; and might with 
reason question my fidelity, did I use the 
common arts of common lovers. 

But why, Cecilia, are you so rigidly 
polite ? Why the wearisome formality of 
my title ? Have I any I can ever value 
like that of your lover? Call me your 
Edward, your Westbury, and thus give me 
indeed distinction ! I almost hate a name 
that brought me at first chagrin and mor^ 
tification ;— that even now interferes with 
my dearest hopes, and removes me 'fi-om 
her whom I adore. I claim, in this small 
instance, your compliance; but I must 
urge a right to it in a point of more im- 
portance '.--rit is a last request. Cecilia I*— 
you cannot refiise your Edward's last re 
quest! 



TO 

la those hours of social CQi^y^fife when 
every word which eithw uttered s^fp^ 
deep into the soul of the otherr- hqw sw^t 
^as it to me to learn that my Ce^ia had 
in Mrs. Forrester a sisternheart?-^ dear 
and chosen friend, .who I have som6f 
times thought was more belored than a 
Jealous tenderness can allow I She is hap- 
pily, respectably married. — Since, then, all 
entreaty is vain -, since I must resohre to 
resign you ; let it, my Cecilia, be to the 
protection of those dear friends, the For^ 
testers ! That, after my own, is the one 
which I would choose for you. The con- 
viction pf your being safe and at ease with 
them, will a little relieve my heart from the 
fears and jealousies which, I already feel, 
must otherwise embitter my hours from 
the moment I lose sight pf you, 

Yet think not that I can reconcile my- 
self to your accepting a home with your 
fi-iends. In being mine, you have ai| 
ample fortune at command: but, sis I 
know the noble pride of your nature, I 
will not force you tp repeive, even from 
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mywilS, ttime than the meajos of avou 
^Bfmtdencd. Two hundred a-'year, oo 
sty YopkiAdre ie^kate^ is already yours ; I 
executed the writoigi^ an hour £ance. I 
ha;ve Hmited your mcome to a mere exist' 
ence, that you may have no excuse to 
yo«r own heart for wouii^ing mine by a 
r^efiisial :--^a will, you must, accept thi9 
little prooif of a regard in which self ii$ 
not blended. — ^I know not these envied 
friends; ^ never s^l know them but 
with my C&cilia's permission : yet I num- 
ber them already among those whom I 
moist value; (of they e^^n do more for 
my beloved than her Westbury can — ah ! 
how mfiich more ! 

Go then, Cecilia, since you are deter- 
mined to go, to a favourite, an elegant 
retirement ;— and, oh ! in solitude, ' in so« 
iCiety, in every hour, in every place, che- 
rish alike the image of your Edward I — 
Neither time, nor business, nor pleasure, 
shall ever dim yours in his heart for even 
one moment ; and all the indulgence he 
demands, is that of corresponding with 
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you. Can this ofendithe severity of yoer 
decorum ; or afiect, in the remotest degree, 
that reputation whiph it is my delist, 
as well as interest, to presence unsullied ? 
— rLet.me not be oWiged to suppose, your 
rectitude carried tb afiectajtion: ; and ,i£ 
every request I make rneets alike with a 
denial, what ; can I concludes ?— To your, 
acquiescence in the present instance I 
limit my h(^pes, though not my wijshes ; 
and in granting it yqu will m^ke th^ fa. 
vour n[»ine, 

P. S. I am going to sdlect some airs, 
which may exercise the touching gr^es of 
your voice, that one hour of my life may 
yet be employed in your service. , Believe 
me, Cecilia ! I deem all lost which I do 
not so employ. With the music I ^hltU 
sepl up the writings. 
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LETTEE XXXV. 



ANSWER. 



YOU tenn my conduct noble obftu 
nacjfy my Lord.— What can I call yours 
but barbarous generosity? Why, why 
will you thus distress me with boun- 
ty which it is impossible I should sanc- 
tion ?-— No : I should indeed be unwor- 
thy your heart, were mine mean enough 
for dependence ! That invaluable heart 
is all I will at present accept of you ; and 
my own, all I will at present bestow.— 
Why do you oppress me wdth these af- 
flicting obligations, and add to my suffer- 
ings by terming propriety pride ? You 
found me humble enough: it is my re- 
spect, my love for you, that now renders 
me otherwise. 

You soothe me in speaking with such 
interest of my Amelia and her amiable 
husband j but you are not yet acquainted 
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with the matron-dignity of her mind* 
Were I to retire to her house on terms 
like those you propose, 1 can hardly hope 
that she would approve a conduct^ which 
she might not venture to condemn : — ^but 
for Mr. Forrester, he could not struggle 
trith that integrity, and frank piety of 
mind, "H^iich would at once impel him to 
tell me I was wrong. Yet, even admittua^ 
those d^ar frieiuls were silent, or believ^ 
uae irreproachable, what WDuld be the con** 
jfictures of all my former associates, when 
tbey found me to be possessed of aa in** 

« 

dependence acquired in a secret m^mner ? 
We generally see the world ungenerous 
enough to assign the worst possible re»- 
i?on for every occurrence that camiot b* 
traced to its real one ; and how could I 
wave ail inquiry ? or how endure the ma* 
lice of endless surmises ? Liberality is a 
mere term with most people; and few, 
indeed will allow to another that virtue 
id which they feel themselves deficient : 
wiere it tp transpire that I owed even 
£t trifling income to you, what impn^ 
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ix^ioiHis what humiliations, must I not 
leucounter ! And if fortune hereafter givei 
jQU the power to raise me to yourself 
I should be considered as a wretch long 
nnce made unwortl^ the distinction, and 
you a« the dupe of my artifice. First 
may I labour for the meanest subsistence ! 
If the invariable desire of preserving a 
j^tless heart and reputation may be 
termed pride, tiien, indeed, am I the 
proudest of my sex; but well I know 
that Lord Westbury can make the de- 
licate distinction. 

Pardon me if I have destroyed the 
parchment ; and spare me, fi*om this mo« 
ment, the necessity of these killing re* 
^sals. 

Yet am I not determined to refuse 
/every request you make me.— Ah, no I it 
is, perhaps, my misery to refuse any.— If 
-you will be guarded in corresponding 
with me, I shall gladly submit every fu- 
ture action of my life to your know- 
ledge. Alas ! what would it avail, were 
fhe whole world to applaud me, if in your 
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Heart a single doubt lurlsed of my con- 
duct?— Such an adviser, such a friend, 
will be a felicity indeed ; yet remember 
that I cannot allow you to take any other 
title.— Now you, surely, have not a sha- 
dow of complaint to bring against me ? 

Are all men selfish in the article of 
love ? You amplify on the pains you suf- 
fer, regardless of those you inflict, I 
have, perhaps, a nature more exquisitely 
susceptible of anguish than your own; 
but when did I ever make so cruel a use 
of its efl&isions ? 

Assure yourself that, however my 
style may alter, my heart never will ; and 
that though I dare not now venture on 
so dear an indulgence, I shall think my- 
self too happy if I am ever permitted to 
call Lord Westbury my Edzvard / 
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LETTER XXXVI. 
TO MRS. PORRESTER. 

ALAS, my Amelia! what a life is 
mine at present ! My whole soul is con- 
tinually in tumults, either against others 
or myself ! — Oh! read the enclosed cor- 
respondence; and think what I must 
have suffered so to maintain even th^^ 
right, when urged by him who can^ almost 
make the wrong appear " the better rea- 
son ! '^ But it is past ; he is silenced s ' and 
to-morrpw I go,— Ah ! how shall I ac- 
knowledge to my Amelia that I see with 
dr^, with anguish, with feelings for 
which I can find no name, the hour so 
near, when I mu»t quit, voluntarily quit, 
the house of Lord Westbury !— for six 
months my home--a home that I knew 
iK)t how to value till I was to leave it I 
He complains, as you may observe, that 
I will not suffer hipi to fancy ine under 
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his protection. Gracious God ! what will 
he lose, compared with the deprivation I 
must endure ?— Enclosed for months in a 
solitary apartment, my days have been di- 
vided only, by Lord Westbury's going out, 
or his return. I slept not till sure that he 
Was safe. 1 waked but to pray for his 
wefiBstre. I knew the sound of his hoTsesf 
feet, no less ttian of his own. 

Oh ! how fast Ml your poor GeciKa's 
tears, when obliged to recollect that this 
is, perhaps, the last time when the same 
f oof m^y ever shelter her hnA hini for 
whom she lives— for whom aloiie ^e would 
live! 

An alien henceforward to tasni^ft^ 
this various world, which in my gai^&t 
hours I have surveyed with delight aftd 
benevolence, now appears to me oidy 
a glooihy waste inhabilfed by beasts of 
prey. 

What a change has my fete knowii 
since I came into this house! Cateless 
at leai^t, if not happy, I before wished for 
little, ffeftd hoped yet lesa:-~now, name* 
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wishes, aod Qveni^ttiiiiHig. dei^iotidenc)^ 
umte to tear my very soul to pieces !— 
Qaaariied from my s^^ with only a 
VBgoei and remote hope to support his 
j^asakm, how can I promise myself thai 
lifitrd Westbuiy wiU not, in a veiry i^hort 
time, lose the iremembrance of your Ceci- 
lia in the anus of 'sdme womaa who loves 
him less, though slae^ buys hiin so dearly i 
««-43 conscience I sweet are thy sqpplauses : 
-^-^^asKl sweeb ihey ought to be, when by a 
fiaiig l&e this we puiichase them ! If 
e9& I should see thoae cbarmini; eye& 
glanceJwitb.OQld regard oTter my featurei9, 
mmt I Tkit >e:spie^j Who scarce retain lijfe 
only at the idea^F-^Amelia, my dear 
Amelia ! it is past chiding, and I at prd<- 
sent am the ob^eo^ oiily of your pity. It 
iff. now tb^ mmte of the night s and no 
sdund edK>^' through' ^ bouse but the 
dreadful cough of the porter ; whom the 
unfe^iing lady <^it will kill, with making 
him continually thus sit up for her. This 
]oj!>ely scene, with such dismal thoughts as 



swarm in my brainy may, perha{^s, sSmofst 
reduce my spirits below reason. 

I have, by mere chance, in my wa]>< 
derings, fomid a pretty and retired hcMaie^ 
not far firom Kensington, called Cnrren^ 
Hill; the air is said to be fine; and. I 
mean to allow my poor heart a little lei^ 
sure to revive there, after such a blxMir; 
Your brother knows the good people well 
with whom I am to board. 

The spring already embalms, the air 
with its perfimies-^ — O that in the humble 
retirement, which my cruel fortune com* 
pels me to choose, I may be able to.rdno.'* 
yat^ my exhuusted soul ^^ and moderate 
that pa$9ion ^ which is not merely its pr&{ 
vailing principle, but, I f^, its on^ 
pne! 

Lady ]We$tbury*s carriage.. drives to 
the door, s^nd when the nii^e.of into iekum 
ij^u)>si46s, I will tf y t^ dose my tear-swolnt 

Adieu! adieu! 

'3*1 .'",.» 
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LETTER XXXVII. 

TO MKS. FORRESTER. 

Craven-Hill, 

IT is past !— ^I have torn myself froiri 
Lord Westbury ! But surely I may, with 
a small alteration, apply^ the fine expres- 
sion of Shakspear6=--i 

'' For not another woe like unto this 
Succeeds in unknown time ! " 

I have a horrible kind of feel, as if I' 
had enditred a heavy blow— as if I haid 
been stunndd!— Now aind then I start 
from this terrifying stupor, and fum 
^Strangely tempted to run back again — 
only, alas! that I may incur the same 
danger, the same sad struggle of separa- 
tion !— To counteract this impetuous wish, 
I turn my eyes inward^ and, beholding 
there the idol of my first Section, I che- 
ihh, with romantic softness, that only 
means of supporting existence!— I call 
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Upon my father to approve^ my God to 
support me ! — ^Ah ! it is all I can do, with 
the hope that I am not forgotten by 
either, to act up to my duty. 

Fear of incurring the observation c^ 
the servants, mingled with that of wound- 
ing the h?^t which was born to suflfer 
^ith mine, made me thinJsL it wise to con^ 
duct the cbilcbren, as usmal^ to breakfast 
m the library^ I &und my Lord impa;* 
tiently waiting > and^. os I ^oitly raised 
my tearful eyes, which I had shaded by 
a large bonnet, I saw obvious traces of 
«h^ bitterest cha^in on that fine counte- 
Dtance. Both were aJmost wholly silent ^ 
once, i^deedy bespoke^ and I would have 
replied, but, though my lips moved, not 
a syllable could I utter. I saw that he was 
intent on some purpose, which he had 
hardly powar to e^cecute*; but, when the 
servants began to remove the tfaings> het 
took a note fcom^ his pocket-book, and^ 
with an air of ceremonious politeness 
addressed me — ^ Since I find that I am 
BO longer to have the pleasure of seeing 
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M^iisfe ^ireflft gilade an office wluch n§if ur^ 
made the first her sex can excel in, I 
HHist be dlewed t^ ptesefat her this Mttle 
fti&ik x>f my gratitnde." Gonfiised, asto- 
fiish^, arid provoked, as the presence of 
the servants made a refusal oh my part 
impossible, I courtesied in silence; and 
fims accepted I knew not what.— Should 
, Lord West^ury have tlms prestrmed on 
toy i^ittiation ? 

Now, indeed, came the dreaded ihof- 
Ai^ht^ for the servants had left the room. 
1 arose haistily to follow them, and, turning 
towards my Lord, isaw, or fancied thaft t 
jte^y diid(pl^asi*e on his brow. I held out 
ftiy hand t^ him ^ — ^^ Ah ! let us not part 
iiv anger!" crfed 1 in a falteriiig voice. 
^' In aAgfer, Cecilia ! '* returned he in a tpne 
so softs that my very iSoul melted before 
iti aM thrdwing his artnS arotmd ihy 
W4ii»t, he stthk at my feet. Terror agaiii 
i^zed on me so {)bwerfiD31y, in t||& appre- 
tehsion that he nnght be seen thus, that 
even love Mself gave way .— ^" Oh, rise ! 
Ifiise ! '* cried I, endeavouring to make hitti 

a 3 
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do so> as far as my little strength "wcvid 
allow ; " better were it to part any way 
than this! I am a marked wretch, ar 
stigmatised victim, if one creature comes 
in ! and an agony so complicated is toa 
much for me I " Rising, he pressed me 
passionately to his heart ; and judge how 
mine answered to its throbs, while his 
tears,^ — alas ! the tears of Lord Westbury 
— flooded my cheeks ! Once, and once 
only, my arms unconsciously clasped him ; 
but it was so momentary an impulse, that 
he> perhaps, felt it not. " Adieu ! adieu ! *^ 
cried I. " Oh, let me go I let me leave 
you, while I have life to do so! This 
heart will never, never, my Lord> thus 
throb against another I— that it could, at 
this moment, cease to beat for ever!" 
The noblci generous man (for which he^-v 
yen will, no doubt, reward him) in pity 
gave me freedom. Scarce had I reache4 
the first flight of stairs, ere I found my 
senses failing ; I looked fearfiilly roimd; 
but not a creature was near ; my sight 
was in a manner lost, but by catching 
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the balustrade I saved myself from 
falling headlong: at length, with tot- 
tering steps, I reached the well-known 
room; and indulged myself in bitterly 
sobbing, wringing my hands, and an 
excess of almost irrational despair. The 
voices of the young ones, coming up the 
stairs, recalled me : Lady Louisa flew to 
me*--" What, are you crying, too?*' said 
the sweet, anxious child. " And papa is 
x^rying" added her more enchanting sis* 
ter. I clasped them to my throbbing 
bosom, in speechless tenderness.— Ah J 
had Lord Westbury then seen me, he 
would have known whether I did not well 
remember that they were his ! — I soon 
learnt their dear father was gone out, 
to hide, no doubt, from his servants, the 
agitation of his mind; and as my tears, 
I was afraid, would live in the remem- 
brance of the. sympathising young ones, 
I now presented to them the various toys 
and books which I had prepared as a 
.parting present. Their little eager hearts 
were all gratitude and delight ^ their eyes 
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and tongues at once were engrossed ; nm 
did they more attend to the sorrows of 
your Cecilia. 

On rising, I perceived the note whidi 
my Lord had so aj-tfiilly forced upon me^ 
and found that I had drawn it out of my 
pocket with my handkerchief: it was of 
considerable value; but served only to 
enwrap a treasure tenfold in my estima* 
tion— a lock of (as I concluded) his own 
bright-brown hair. I forgave him the ar* 
tiiice, for the sake of that acquisition. 

When I sat expecting a mortification 
which I knew not how to avoid— the at- 
tending Lady Westbury— -I was relieved 
by a cold compliment, on her part, aiod 
the salary due. Great was my obligatioa 
to her, for this indulgence of her haughty 
spleen. I now only waited for Mr. For- 
reiser's arrival^ with whom I thought it 
proper to quit the house, Wjh^n a noite 
was brought me^ too plainly written by 
a hand that trembled no less than tbe 
ppie th^t tore it open. I copy it for yoit 
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^ CecUta^ I will vsever wrest y6ti frii$a 
jrdUraelf. I will no more urge you aj|;dm8t^ 
as ydu say> ycmr better reason. Go, sitice 
you are determined to go ! bwt, oh ! r#- 
Inember, with yon will vanish every charm 
that has cf late adorned a home which I 
fa^e, till it bedatae yours^ fi>und cheeriest 
and solitary! Think of me for ever, I 
conjnre yon ! If you deny me yonr per* 
sdq, surely I have a right to the whole of 
your estimable mind. Reflekion were to 
nie valuetess, had it a single object on 
earth but yourself! 

" Yon hsve robbed me of every thing 
but the glorioQs advantages you could not 
deprive me o^ in your own merits ! 

" Pardon my vanity in &ncying that 
you dnee, while bathing my temples, 
looked intently on mj hair; and think 
the paper Which enwraps the lock I ven- 
tured to ghre yofu, as meant to procure a 
crystoi for it, that may please you. This 
yon have accepted^ and must not return. 
Yet Will I allow you to acquit your 
haughty soul j repay me with your native 
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gbld — ^that rich ringlet which plays upoii 
youF neck^ and often^ rivalling Belinda-sTi 
has as often tempted me to rival the 

3aron -. 

*^ And can we-rr<jan we part ? Not 
0ven to her sister angels would I trust 
the charge of my Cecilia ! Oh, yet relent 1 
yet recall me to you! Reconcile your 
pure mind to enjoying all the bounded 
felicity that fortune deigns to allow to 
you, or your, 

^' Westbury.*^ 



^*Oh! most honoured, most amiable of 
men ! " cried my entranced heart, " so 
gloriously dost thou justify my tender 
weakness, that I would not, even at this mi- 
serable moment, exchange it for all the dull 
peace which I knew ere yet we met ! Thus 
self-banished from thy presence, with only 
love and virtue to support me, I look 
down on the richest, the most distinguishes 
ed of my sex !— And is there, then, nothing 
in acting rightly ? Let those speak who 
have ventured to act otherwise ! ' • 
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It wag not easy tp reply to his inteiv 
4^sting note ; at length I did it thus. — » 



" In vain, my Lord, is all your arti-? 
fice, when your entreaties iail. I return 
pne of your presents ; but, not less desirous 
to indulge you than myself, I send back 
only that I least value. I add to it the 
lock of my hair, which you have conde- 
scended tp distinguish: with these ac- 
cept every anxious wish and regard; for 
X will never, where I can acquit myself, 
become a debtor/' 



I enclosed in this the bank-note, and 
Mr. Forrester assures me that the letter 
Wi^s safely delivered ; — not that I ever had 
reason to apprehend Lady Westbury to be 
suspicious, or even attentive, on points of 
that kind; but servants are sometimes 
ijaore curious than their principals, and 
much more ungenerous in their construc- 
tion of any thing equivocal. 

I have been at this quiet little home 
only one day, and it already seems aa 



age. Not to hear, or hope that I may 
hear, the voice so well known, so inex- 
pressibly dear to me : if only calling to a 
servant, it thrilled with the sweetest of 
emotions to my heart. Suddenly estranged 
from the scene and object, wliere I 
had bgth from habit and dioice centered 
my little all of happiness, the very nam^ 
of Lx>rd Westbnry is now banished from 
my lips : yet I repeat it every moment ) 
nor know the soimd to have escaped me, 
I am ast^ftished to find that the people I 
am with, can suffer such an inexhaostible 
topic to pass unnoticed by them. I impeach 
even their understandings; and forgetting 
his name is all that they will probably 
ever know of Lord Westbury, I m^ke 
quite a mental quarrel of it. 

Mrs. ElKson tells me, that she never 
saw Lady Westbury so piqued as she is 
at my leaving her. Indeed, she has nevei? 
denied me a single request or indntgenee j 

yet if she knew alt — ^why, perhaps, if g^ 

« 

did, she might want generosity t^ value 
my conduct properly 3 and thus her igno- 
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nnqe may prove both her own secimty 
and mlxie. 

I hope I sih^all soon send you word 
that my poor, unnerved frame has reco- 
vered itii^ natural energy. 1 am very 
pleasantly and quietly situated, with wor- 
thy", conmion4cind of persons ^ yet I 
might once ha^e made you smile with 
some traits I perceive in their characters 
already. 

A letter is just delivered to me from 
my Lord : he is charmed with my com»- 
pliment concerning that lovely lock of 
tawr, which I would not part with for hi;5 
whole estate. 

Adieu r 

LETTER XXXVUL 
T€> MRS. PORRESTEH. 

WHEN tlie exhausted mind seems 
scarce: ai>fe. to straggle yviih one griei^ 
how i& it, my dieac^ thali a secoisd rather 



nerves than oveiwheims it ? Nothing oa 
earth, I thought, could have given a 
spring to mine, ten days ago ; and yet 
the moment when the news of a calamity 
which I might have shared, but for un- 
foreseen circumstances, reached me, I 
rather flew than ran to your brother's.— 
Gracious God ! to. wake^ in the dead of 
night, perhaps to death i—certainly to 
ruin ! to be plundered of part of your 
property by the savaga hands aroimd, 
while the rest is consuming before your 
eyes ! and even in this naked and deso- 
late situation to find a claim upon your 
gratitude, that God allowed npt the cries 
of your burning infants to complete 
the horror of the scene ! — this is, indeed, 
a trial of fortitude ! Had you been the 
sufferer, my Amelia, I am persuaded you 
would hardly have survived; but your 
sister-in-la-w is a very common character, 
and feels more for the loss of a chased 
caudle-cup, and the pain of a strained 
J;humb, than all the accumulated cahu 
jnities of this tremendous fire. Mr, For- 



irester, oil the contrary^ seemed stnpified 
with such a sudden and total ruih) and 
almost ready to accuse the Ahnighty for 
not talcing himself^ and the whole family, 
\vheh he permitted this heavy visitation. 
We have all been very busy in collecting 
t^ miserable fragments of clothes and 
fiimiture, preserved by the care of the 
tieighbotirs^ and arranging the family in 
lodgings in Gerrard-Street, till the same 
house can be rebuilt, or another obtained 
in as advantageous a situation. I haver 
BOt beeii among the idle, you will readily 
believe. 

A grave, well-looking old man called 
more than once, in vain, on Mr. Forres- 
ter, whose whole time has been taken up 
with the insurance-office. Your poor ap- 
prehensive sister persuaded herself that 
the stranger was some selfish, narrow- 
minded creditor, who meant, by urging 
his claim, to add to their present distress: 
but I was not of that opinion : indeed, I 
hardly could believe any such hard-hearted 
^Tetch was to be found. The day before 
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testerdi^ I was pasittig ttito the houe^ 

when our cdd iti^iriii^ fmtid had madltf 
diiotber useless ^dll) and I iicr im|>6Flu«^ 
hm to t^t hii^KSpelf till Mr. Forrejgtef r^ 
twiAed^ whdtti we expe^ed eter;f iii4>i£i^t| 
that he walked vMo the p^uidur. 

Mr^ Forrester a^tm came iti) ai^ bad 
^ Idng tite^4it€ with Ml** ADoi^yiD^^is^ 
a^your sister calfe him;- Ee Iheti rejoiiieii 
us, with a complexion flushed with gnh* 
titude and joy .--In shorty this istrdfiLger 
was, he said, deputed to inquire into the 
state of his.affe,irs^ axid if five hundred 
pounds would assist him through the pre- 
fi{ent difficulty, it would he advanced on 
his bond merely, for three years, duringi 
which tniOie no interest Would be accepted^F 

I saw in- one. moment the dear and 
generous hand thus invisibly stretched 
forth ta rescue an innocent and industri'^' 
ous tradesmto frotn« poverty (alas ! theve* 
are too few so inclined as to perplex one 
in the search, and* Lord Westbury well 
knew y6ur family to be among my devest 
friends) ; and I because so inqtiii^tive as t<> 
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our nameless benefactor, that I Was obliged 
to hiat my swiHcion of his employer. In 
their next meeting, under the seed of 
fiecyesy. Lord Westbury was declared to 
be the liberal lender ; and, oh ! how mitdfai 
difficulty bad I to forbear pouring out my 
SOiil upon paper ! yet, in one moment, I 
gaw an indelicacy in this both to him and 
mysd£*-as if he could be gratified with 
human acknowledgment, or I appropri^ 
ated an obligatitom bestowed by a more 
general benevolence. No, I wfll never 
4eprive his generous nature of the hixury 
of blessing, like the Ahnighty, in secret ! . 

Is not this man a man. indeed \-^l had 
tlmost called him an angel. — How has 
this liberality softened and sunk into ixiy: 
glowing heart ! It is well that I am na 
longer under the same roof; fi>r virtue m 
ne[veF SiO mudi in danger c^ extincidou^. a» 
when it rises to enthusiasm. 

I (and I am so poor you will hardly 
believe it) am a loser by this fire. All my 
divisionof my father's manuscript sermons, 
whiGh I valued, though the booksellers did 



hot, together with his picture, were de^ 
voured by the flames : the latter was th^ 
only likeness ever taken of him ; and now 
those features, so dear, live but in my 
memory. 

Not one word says my Lord, in those" 
invaluable and constant epistles he sendaf 
toe, of his knowledge of the fire ; but hef 
surprises me with mentioning a journey 
that he must indispensably tak^, and 
about which I must not even inquire. 
Where is it possible he can go, that I 
may not be told ! or, rather, should I 
know more than he chooses, if he wercf 
less mysterious ! 

Mr. Forrester sits writing opposite tcf 
me, and says he shall return to you, -by 
to-moiyoiw's post, the bank-note you both 
so affectionately spared from your own 
occasions. Heaven will not leave the^' 
tender sympathy unrewarded ! 
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LETTER XXXlX- 



TO MISS RIVERS. 



SunDuig4 

AFTER having been so deeply in- 
terested by my Cecilia's elegant letters^ 
without finding one line to return her, 
that I could> in Ay own vain heart, think 
worth postage; brimilil of matter, and 
burning with impatience^ out I come, at 
last, with a new pea^--*aye, and a new sul> 
ject, too, my dear. Prepare, Cecilia, pre- 
pare yourself for the most surprising of 
all possible smprises ! Do you know that 
I have been struck with the malicious de- 
sign '<of tantalising you/ as you have often 
done me. of laite, wi};hout unveiling one 
atom of my iSubject, till I came upon it in 
the due order of things s but I am so very 
a WolnaH that nature prevails, and I can- 
not, for my soid, keep my own secret.— 
Lord WesCbury, my dear ! Ah, I see the 
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mortal trepidation into which his very 
name throws you ! I see your expressive 
eyes running insensibly over every line, 
till they rest on those where that loved 
name again occurs! Well^ my Cecilia, 
it is in vain to deny that this Lord of yours 
seems determined to charm your friend, 
lio les^ than yourself ; and thus oblige 
me to exGiis^3^ur partiality iii,1iis favour. 
Not Another ftiatrfehl^ air shall levefvenr 
lure a^in, for TsxA 'idiiiost as fkr gone 
in the tend^^r passion as yoursietf. 
- ' Bftf^ii 'IVhcT- des(;ribe so well, how is 
it that yott nfeVer dW j«teti<3« tt) LOrd West- 
bury ? He "So far sui^assei^ in' dignity 
€tnd elegance the idea I had formM of him, 
that'T am! ti6ver weaiy'i^f 'lidmiring^the 
prodigality of nature in tttritiifg- midli a 
mind to such iiib^;^.*--Ko wonder '1)^ 
th^ World are ugly, Wheft ithe itiunificent 
^oddfess, by a) single stroke, « thus im^ 
poverisheshen^dlfi - / 

Well, by this-time yom are finely b^ 
wildered,%nd ii6t & litde idnpatieht. Ye&, 
Iviy dear, I thought tba^^^ould happen ; 
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and so^ to complete the confasion in your 
brain, be it knowo unto you, tliat I have 
this identical, engaging Lord of yours un> 
der lock and key (o£ the house door), and 
&st asleep in that- favourite room, which 
he likes not the less from hearing us all 
call it Miss Ri versus chamber. So now the 
truth is out. Heaven hdp my poor peri- 
cranium ! ^r it w6uld make a wretched 
figure in the nov^twriting way^ — when^ 
instead of an artful and regular detail^ out 
-pops whatever is uppenxK>$t in it, without 
any discretioti. - Now you know my maih 
•incident J the story- would be flat enougt^ 
•did not my subject recommend itself 

Yesterday^ I' need not I suppose in^- 
form, you (though it would be news to 
half your grdat city), was Whitsunday. I, 
as usual, in due time at church. Mr» For* 
Tester had hardly begun the exhortation^ 
when: the sound of a phaeton, driving to 
the door, attracted every head towards 
it. I had not the virtue to resist mo- 
ther Eve's failing. From the carriage 
sprang out a gentleman, not likely to set 

H 2 
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our poor heads in their proper pIaCe& j 
for I, in one moment, cried to myself, 
" Can my Cecilia's lover be half as hand- 
some as this stranger !" Our good rustics 
shrunk back to make way for hun ; and 
not doubting but that he would be shown 
into our seat, I was ready to do the ho- 
nours of it, when Sir Harry Beach, who 
for a miracle was at church with his new- 
£ishioned wife and old-fashioned daugh- 
ters, opened his pew, and intercepted the 
elegant stranger, much to my discom- 
fiture. It is true, the Compliments on 
both sides showed that they were not un- 
known to each other. To every grace 
of form and manners, our visitor Joined a 
profound attention to the service ; yet I 
thought his eye steadily reconnoitred Mr. 
Forrester ;-:-so steadily, that I was not 
able to persuade myself he could be any 
other than Lord Westbury. God forgive 
me ! but I was never less devout. 

You have half taught me one of your 
own licensed foibles, of being a physiogno- 
mist ; and, entre nous. I hardly know a 
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greater ; since whatever we are disposed 
to discover we are sure to find; while 
not one trace of what we do not wish to 
see can be ever remarked. It is a system 
degrading to the Almighty; since, to form 
any fixed idea, we must admit the ani- 
mal part of us to mould the divine. Per- 
haps, even then, it would be found with- 
out any standard ; and, as Mr. Forrester 
happily said, it is an ingenious method 
of being wi^^ely absurd, and benevolently 
unjust. 

Mr. Forrester recalled my attention 
by a very fine discourse, which I had 
never heard. — ^You know I am partially 
devoted to his preaching ; and never did 
I know him more fortunate either in sub- 
ject or manner. Still my vanity lent an 
eye, now and then, to our stranger ; whose 
unaffected silence, and gracefiil manners, 
were no bad example for the dozing Sir 
Harry, or the flippant females of his fa- 
mily ; whose tongues and fans were more 
busily employed than their ears or under- 
9tandings. 
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When Mr. Forrester quitted the pul* 
pit, the party intercepted him ; and, as I 
guessed, the stranger was introduced: in 
short, Charles continued talking with 
them, till I found myself almost alone-j 
and not choosing to have any intercourse 
with a family who had treated me so imw 
pertinently, I even resolved to take my 
little one in my hand, and set out towards 
home without my good man. The clerk 
hastened to make Mr. Forrester*s excuse 
for leaving me to dine alone, I caniiot 
say this information delighted me ; espe- 
cially as I had, with difficulty, pro^ 
cured him some of his favourite fish for 
dinner. Home I went in a pet, took a 
solitary morsel, and resolved to be even 
with him by staying from church in the 
afternoon: — but see what it is to love 
one's husband!— I only vexed myself; 
and presently repented my plan of vexing 
him, by neglecting my duty. To conci- 
liate, therefore, I ordered the tea to be set 
in the arbour that he has so sweetly orna- 
mented, and which is now in high beauty. 
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•With my boy in my arms, and Cecy in 
my hand/ thither I adjourned, to wait for 
Mr. Forrester : and so we did, till quite 
tired.—" Mighty well. Sir ! " thought I ; 
" it is my own fault for spoiling you." 
Miss Cecy, too, thought proper to vex 
me, by slapping her little brother in a jea- 
lous fit, and soiling my favourite gown 
with bread and butter. I was obliged to 
be strict with her ; but a flood of tears so 

. a 

mollified me, that I bade the maid lift 
her up to be kissed, as I could not stoop 
without waking the dear babe, who had 
fallen fast asleep at my bosom. Cecilia 
was engaging beyond measure 5 twining 
Jiier little arms round my neck, and pro- 
mising to be good for ever and ever: 
when, all on a sudden, I raised my eyes to 
the interesting stranger and Mr, Forrester, 
who were surveying me from the parlour. 
My first thought was to pop both the 
brats into the. maid's arms, and vanish : 
my next, to keep them both, and not be 
disconcerted. The walk, you know, is 
circuitous 5 ajad I had collected myself ere 
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th^ reached the arbour. " My dear," 
said Mr. Forrester, " L.ord Westbury ho- 
nours our little habitation with a visit."— 
" The honour," replied I, *' is doubled by 
the condescension." — " And the pleasure, 
MadaiUj" added his Lordship with that ex- 
quisite grace by which you so justly have 
characterised him, " cancels both.— But I 
cannot consent to break in upon a scene so 
sweetly interesting and domestic ; assure 
yourself that I shall take my leave, if either 
 of these sweet children do. Surely Mrs. 
Forrester is not among the weak women 
who blush at being considered as mothers f 
If you knew how the character became 
you"—" Ah, my Lord !" interrupted I, 
** not even this politeness can reconcile 
me to the idea of being thus exposed by 
Mr. Forrester." — ^"Come, come, Madam," 
cried my Lord gaily, " as much a stran- 
ger as you malre me, I can never con- 
sider this humility as quite natural." — " I 
have no pretension to that cardinal vir- 
i, my Lord ; but I coniess I should 
t like, to have my foibles exposed, ere 



my good qualities have time to impress 
you; and some I am vain enough to 
ascribe to myself."—*^ Are you not the 
friend of Miss Rivers ? !* returned he with 
a marked emphasis, and, I thought, a 
melancholy smile; though the tone was 
so low that it reached not Mr. Forrester. 
** Happy would it be," continued he, after 
a pause, " if all wives considered as duly 
the duties of tha); state, which few could 
adorn like Mrs. Forrester."— Heavens, Ce^ 
cilia ! howl blush tQ see that I have been 
recording only my own praises! Had 
the compliments been made by any other 
man living, I should have dashed them 
through with my pen ; but, as a passage 
thus erased would only double your curi- 
osity, I shall even proceed, nor further 
rack you. 

Your god-daughter, liking the turn of 
Lord Westbury's countenance (for chil- 
dren are ever, if you observe, physiogno- 
mists; which is the best excuse for in- 
dulging the propensity in mature life, since 
in them it can be only intuition), drew 
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near to him; wad, with hi^r nmot soft> sig* 
nificant smile> teadered him a few pinks 
which she had gathered for that purpose, 
** Cecilia!'' cried. I, with a matronly ton$ 
and correcting frowH/— *' Is the dear.child'$ 
name Cecilia? '* inquired your Lord, with 
a voice so tender^ and a smile so capti^ 
i^tingy at tiie sarnie, momcAt taking her 
up in his arms, and fondly kissing her^ 
|>erhap5 only for her name ^-indeed, when 
he spoke of yom before, the poignant 
sweetnesst of his vwce very much imr 
pressed me. Natwe hardly discriminates 
features more than voices: some seem 
proud; some mean; some vulgar; and 
some all harmony and sensibility* We are 
either prepossessed or prejudiced the mo^ 
inent that most people addreiss us ; and, as 
the soul seems to influence the organs of 
titterance, when from the voice we decide 
on the hiuxum character, we are surely 
more likely to be just, thai> when we are 
governed by a mere qast of features. 
Lord Westbury has one of the fullest yet 
isweetest voksea that ever rea^cb^d my ear. 
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or rather mv heart. You alone, of all tfao 
^orldj havtB been able to make my tears 
flow by a song in a language with which 
I was miacquainted ; and. I verily believe 
that my Lord might do the same^ woyld he 
deign to recite^ so touching is his voice !— 
Mr. Forrester -was no less struck with it i 
and regrets that the church should lose one 
who would so well know how to give ef- 
ficacy to reason, by the charm of modula- 
tion, and the graces of delivery. Actors, 
from whom we have no right to -claim any 
advaQtage with respect to regulating our 
fives, undergo a strict inquiry into their qua^ 
Itfications before they dare hope success; 
but any man, whose parents, from prudence 
or pride, afford him an academical educa- 
tion, may take orders unquestioned ; and 
thus be empowered to disgust a large 
body of people with the points of mora? 
lity and religion most important to their 
lives, through the whole of his, by the 
imperfect or odious tone in which he con- 
tinually enforces them: and there is no 
hissing a bad performer from the pulpii. 
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—Piety is undoubtedly the first distinc- 
tion of an eccle^astic; but eloquence is 
hardly less important : when these meet, 
and are refined by knowledge and feeling, 
how irresistible, how beatified almost, is 
their possessor I-^-You will not, perhaps, 
thank me for this sage discussion, though 
Lord Westbury's fine voice gave rise to 
it. Cecilia, however, either by her name, 
her sex, or her social disposition, took 
full possession of his Lordship*s good 
graces, and quite eclipsed my boy. 

A thunder-cloud seemed gathering 
i6ver our heads, and a precipitate retreat 
was voted to the parlour ; where the first, 
and perhaps only thing my Lord saw, 
was your odd-fashioned picture ; which I 
should call frightful, if it had been done 
for any one else. •* Miss Rivers, surely!'* 
cried he, walking up to it. — *^ The best 
and most charming girl in the world ! '* 
added my good man in the warmth of 
his heart. Shall I tell you what Lord 
Westbury fiirther said i— No: it might 
make you vain 3 while his looks, yet more 
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snistiated^ would have almost turned yoitf 
head. We now got upon a favourite 
tojMC with us all— the merits of your fa- 
ther; and Mr, Forrester gave him an 
eulogium worthy of both parties. The 
content that might be found in a bounded 
situation^ with a polished mind and cor* 
rected character^ naturally followed. On 
this my Charles descanted with a heart- 
felt delight— most flattering to the being 
whose fate was bound up with his. My 
Lord asked him if the living he held wa» 
equal to his wants and his wishes, " En- 
tirely so, my Lord," answered Mr, For • 
rester, *f while my wants and wishes were 
confined to myself; but when I cast my 
ey^ on the circle now connected with 
me, and think how precarious human life 
is" — ^the tear I believe swelled into hiai 
eye, and silenced him. " You have a 
sweet little home here," added my Lord, 
after a pause ; " and are, perhaps, fond 
pf this spot." — ^^ I have known so much 
happiness here, my Lord," returned Mr. 
Ferrester, " that I ought to be so." — *^ If ' 
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you have not a most decided pdrtitility 
for it," said my tiord, ^'t mean to trans- 
fer you to another; where a living of 
thrice the value of this has just fallen into 
my gift, and is at your service." — ^''May 
I think your Lorddiip in earnest ? " cried 
iny Charles, with a faltering impatience. 
** Never more so. Sir, believe me," re- 
turned my Lord : " nor can I enough 
congratulate myself on being' able thus at 
once to render to a worthy man, and a 
respectable parish, a mutual benefit."— 
Oh ! that I could enclose in my frank, 
my dear, the manner of this compliment, 
with the matter ! — Mr. Forrester sprung 
up with speechless intelligence; and, after 
a moment, cried, ^' Pardon me, my Lord ! 
if I express not properly my gratitude for 
such unmerited generosity :— when I have 
thanked my God, I may be better able 
to thank my benefactor ! "—I was never 
more tempted to break through the cere- 
monies of life, and follow my, husband, 
than on this occasion: that, however, 
being impossible, I soon found my sex's 
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privilege^ and^ nade due acknowledge* 
ai^te;^^ least as fiir as.M^rds could con* 
9ty then). It is trde^ I well knew the 
secret uprifag df his Lordship's . b^iefi^ 
hence, vA»^ 'Mr. Forrester does not» 
*Riough -^operly grateful for your men* 
tibnH>f him in 'the filrst instance, the dear 
man half ^r<suades himself that it was 
his sermon which ot)iiained turn the pre- 
fertnent»^ BeniCTaber]i I forbid^ your smi- 
ting at this/ On paiti <^ my returning the 
'4K>mplim^nt^ the vefy first opportunity> 
' -T&e j^haeton now came to the doof^ 
and I fohihd my Liord meant to sleep at 
^isbiiryi - The weather was very unpro- 
urising, • and the evening, so far advanced, 
that, knowing be would not find any good 
^commodations ^near, I ventured to en- 
treat him to todg^ with us, and send his 
^^V£bits into th^ village. Has fraaikly ao- 
<:epted\the-invitatioli; ^nd I joyfully 
-wflidteWj to dipe^ youf fodnv to be pre- 
pared^ for hina. i velfy easily made out a 
little rutjil repast, oi whicH he partodk: 
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with as much pleasure as if we had r^* 
sacked L6ndon for dainties. Peculiarly 
formed to adorn that social system to 
which he seems truly attached^ hpw does 
his heart enliven his. understanding, and 
his gaiety give poignancy to both ! — ^Ah, iliy 
dear ! no wonder that you oould not resist 
Lord Westbury \— Happily^ as Marmon* 
tel has it, I love my husband ;—Aa/{p% 
that dear husband sat close by him, and 
made no bad figure on the comparison; 
and happibf^ above all, this irresistible 
man is not in love with me!— Can 
there live a woman indifferent to such a 
.husband ?— Assure yourself that she will 
never live long; since she must be al- 
ready in her second childhood. 

How kind it is of my Lord to lie so 
late ! or I cou|d never have scribbled you 
this history: but; I sent off the brats into 
the fields t\f o hours ago, lejst they should 
wake him, and took to my pen, as you 
•see. Mr. Forrester tells me they now 
wait breakfast. Adieu, then^ my Cecilia! 
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to you my heart directs its grati|;ude, 
and tenderly thaidcs you for thus re- 
joicing 

Your own 

Ahblu Forrester. 



mmim 



LETTER XL. 
TO MISS RIVERS. 

AH, my dear Cecilia ! I was born a 
blunderer, and shall die one. How have 
I, by a childish impatience to give you 
history for history, at once defeated a 
measure no less generous than disinterest- 
ed ! nay, to crown my absurdity, I have 
been compelled to set myself down, as 
honest Dogberry has it, " an ass," both in 
my Lord's opinion and my own, by avow- 
ing my over-hasty communication. How- 
ever, there is no recalling the past; and 
all we have now in Qur power is to make 
the best of it. 

After breakfast, my Lord proposed to 

VOL. II. I 
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Mr. Forrester to fide 6ver with him fo 
Arlii!i^on; withiti tWo miles of Which 
our new home lies : and then they might 
together examine into the state of the 
parsonage; ^hich my Lord spoke of as 
having been unnecessarily enlarged by 
Ills iatiier, for^iie accommodation of him- 
self and brothers, while with Dr. Leslie : 
that worthy man*s successor, who was a 
bachelor, inhabited, my Lord ^aid, only the 
new apartments j of course, the body of 
the hou.^e Was in bad condition. A ten- 
der glance which iny Charles cast to- 
wards me was not lost upon his patron; 
Who added, that if I was n6t afraid of his 
driving, and Would trust myself in the 
phaeton, Mr. Forrester might, perhaps, 
Keep us company on horsebaclc. I owned 
'myself to be chamled With the proposal ; 
arid we Aooh (irote off, with the whole vil- 
lage in full gaze at Us. A groom rode 
on, and bespoke dinner at an inn ; and the 
evening set us down at a house where my 
Lord politely said it was his turn to play 
i:he host. His private road was cut for 



9^ ^9ffSk S^^^^^y which enviroi^ 
l^isf terrestrial paradise: — surel}^; had 
Adam and Eve found their way hither^ 
they would hardly Is^ave regretted that 
J&om which they were driven I 

The grand 3tyle of architectfcre give3 
the ^nij^sion an air of anticjuity, which 
;the .^ripiture entirely xemoves, I am 
m love with my own apartment, it is so 
exquisitely modern! — -You know Mr. 
Forrester rallies me for loving nothing 
.old but wine. Hie evening proved 'too 
wet for a; raipble through the gardens 
i^id those enchanting woods which liiad 
,ca^t a Iqnging eye on as we rode; of 
couri^e I wandered over the house: nor 
did I forget the little saloon adjoining 
the conservatory; where I amused myself 
with a few tears, at remembering how my 
-Cecilia would have enjoyed being with 
me. Tlie drawings axe various, bold, and 
Qharming; but there is a gallery above, 
hung with such ejajuisite pictures that I 
could wear out my eyes with surveying 
th^m, did not nature assert, at intervals^ 

i2 
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lier empire, — ^for the views from thehig^ 
arched windows attract the sight efery 
*bt her moment. ^ • '^ 

Mr. Forrester was so tirfed with, his 
long ride that I rose without waking him^ 
and resolved to ramble through the gar- 
dens atone. I soon struck into -s6me 
wild' walks, endhig in a dose wildemeiiS'; 
a:t the extremity of which I found a hei^ 
'mit's'tell : it was so sfimply fitted up, and 
^•omanticany gloomy, that I*16okedabbttt 
'for the venei^able owner, dnd ' began tb 
'repeat Goldsmith's beautiful bairadt: nbt 
but^at intervals those dear delights of 
one's childhood, the Arabian Nights^ &:c. 
wbuld occur; more- espeeiali/ as I sud- 
denly cast my eyes on a door, cut, as it 
^seemed, through the rock, but so nicely 
'adapted and painted^ that only a womah 
'I thrrik could have discovered it. ' How- 
' ever, I was not so afraid of the evil G^tiiiq, 
' but I resolved to find out Whither^ this 
^led; even though I should encOUttt^r 
•within a basin of gold, as big as the dome 
St. Pairi'9> with the - body of sdirfe 
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prinO^ ©f his «poUse, enohwjit^jl ^hejce c-ver, 
£^Ge the daj& of SQl^moa.- Afi;ar several 
ijqisy aijd ineifectual e^orts on 'ip);; jpart 
tiie.dp^ suddenly gave way> and I poppe^ 
uppn-^roercy on us! neither lining JhjeP-, 
imt . nor dead princess, but a much more 
^g?€ieabl6 object, in the person of Lord, 
Westbijry^. who, .J^eaii^g me, haji^opei^e^ 
it. He took iny hand, and led me into 
a lofty building, with a dome, fitted up 
as>hisiitM?ary;: thftugh, in my mind, Ht is 
much more like a mausoleum ; espeeialLj^ 
a^ the niqhes between the books are fijled 
jvith^statues, &tv : T^e ground, either by 
art .[or n^rt^re,^ sh?ks so low ^,o.imd the 
building that no human eye can reacb, a 
window from without. We look through 
the distant wood, over a b^ld sheet of 
water, tow^rcjs tlie back-front, .gf.tl^i^ 

J|0us?i};.iind this, view, ;^ iiappily refleqtp4 
in ^n opposite large convex .mirror. /The 
do^f* this way is rather for show than, use 5 
1^ ,the customary e^tra^ace is thcpugb 
t,he hernjif'p cell. The whole building, 
my Lprd says. Is i^apeBcejrtible frbiii 
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without; except when the snt^ke of the 
fires guides the e^e to it. For tn^ o^tm 
part, a libraiy so mtagnificent $,nd i^Ienin 
Vjrould shock and depress my spirits ; but 
the minds of men Rave, I suppose, a fimi^ 
hess which ours do not possess; and re^ 
<[air4 wholly to shut out tlie world, wh^n,' 
tti the language of tlie poet, they would 

ff  take a flight at heayen/^ 

My Lord did me the honour to telj 
me, that I should always have free access 
to this sublime solitude when I ca^ne to 
my new home; and; locking the door^ 
ghowed me where I might find the key, 
Imless some one was already in pO^sessioti 
of it, But when I saw him put it unde^^ 
la scull, I thdnked him a thousand timei) 
for the offered favour ; assuring him, that 
1 could not lay a fingier on the icull if je|. 
jnuch greater pleasure depended on that 
fefFort, Recollecting that this snug t^e^ 
d't^te of ours niight not have the happiest 
appearance, I hastened back to the house 
io call Mn Forrester, While he was 
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dressing, I gave him a circuxostantial de- 
tail of my ramble^t with th^ miraculous 

adventure of th^ Hermit of the Rocks. 

• ' ' • til 

Hej de^ soi^l I set this s^l 4pwn for one of 
my line dreams ; a^d chid ipe very gravely 
for thus treasuring up iny nocturn^ rS« 
verips. 

Sefore dinner we 4rove to the par* 
sQMge. Ahy th^t odious clos^ lane! — 
the Ifirge iron gates 1— Every thing I saw 
ipfipressed upon my mipd the story you so 
sweetly tpld. The pfirsqi^age was not so 
mnch out of re^ir 9s I expect^ ; nof 
whQ% iiofurnished^ though it hacj^ only 
accommodations for a bachelor. Not- 
withstanding it i^ a much l^andsomer and 
larger hoitii^ th^n that we inhabit, it i^ 
neither iqi its^^f nor its situation so de- 
sirable. My Lord means to fell tl^ tim* 
ber th$tt fprms a CQppice between oi:;ie sic^e 
i4 th^ bou^ 9^4 Arlington^ and thus 
open to Qur wipdows a fine view of his 
pfSi^^« I;i o^e pf the parlours^ I i^w stiU 
hangiQg the pictures pf Dr. Leslie, his 
Wy* wd daugh^j as well as those of 
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the two young Cliffords. I knew the 
brothers by my Lord's. How strongly is 
virtue expressed in the venerable counte- 
nance-of the doctor ! and yet how divinely 
is it softened by benevolence ! One can 
see where the Hebe next to him gained 
her beauty ; and her lover that touching 
softness of manners, which is of all his 
advantages the most interesting. Miss 
Xeslie is, indeed, a finished and an kresis- 
tible creature ! *' She breathes of youth," 
as Dryden says of Venuis ; arid has an air 
of innocence which I have ^ seldom seen 
equalled. Yfet her chartns- are not of a 
cast to receive a grace from a coronet c 

t r • , 

and I rather think that they must be em- 
bellished by the shade of h^ straw ha*. 
That she should be the beauty of a vil- 
lage, does not surprise me ; but to become 
that of a court, doe*. So delicate a counte- 
nance, I should thiiiW, would be overlooked 
amid the high-compJexioned belles that 
abound there. I forgot,- indeed, that she 
may have borrowed their, cosmetic im- 
provements; and then easily may she 
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'outshine the circle. Lord Westhmy is 
;pourtrayed as a youth, with his graceiiil 
locks curling over his face : yet altiered as 
he is by mature life and fashion, I think 
I should anywhere have known this pio- 
ture. His countenance is now formed by 
lits expression ; andithou^ his complex- 
ion is less fair, it is niore animated. In 
>h6rt, time has changed the graces of 
Lord Westbury, without robbfng? him of 
one; nor do I know whether . I would 
rather have him aa he was, or* as he is. 

* This collection of portrait* it iis certain 
came not from the pencil of Apdles ;• yet 
I doubt whether he 'ever- contemplated his 
most finished production with more • plea- 
sure .'than I felt on thus surveying the 
rustik:; performance of a mere dauber, since 
' it had been his good fortune to perpelu- 
ahi the features of my benefactor: 

^ I understood'from .uiyLord'tliat these 

portraits were not cdmprehended in the 

- scattered property 6f the late incumbent, 

but kft tliere by himself. as ,too fcontemp- 

tible>to.find a. place at Arlingtoh:] I Whis- 
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perect a fidnt with, that he would add this 
gift to the £iYour ^ready conferred on us ; 
and rallying me on my taste in painting, 
with indirect but elegant apologies for the 
paltry present. Lord Westbury entreated 
me from that moment to consida: them as 
my own. Judge, whether I did i^ot feet 
both proud and rich- in this acquisition ! 
I surveyed them in so many lights, that, 
as in the case with regard to our own 
dear little brats> I soon found the beauties 
grow strangely on me 3 while all the 
faults, in a manner quite as surprising, 
vansshed, 

Thje garden has been a fine one, and 
is tMoe as large as ours at Sunning ; but 
at thiB present writing it is a mere wilder* 
ness, as Dr. White sp^nt a very small part 
of the year here, from his partiality to 
another county where he likewise beid a 
living. In wandering over the walks, we 
came abruptly on that odious alcove where 
Lmtl Westbury made his marriage con- 
tjraiot. I felt quite discomposed at the 
i^ight of it ; nor did it appear to inspire 
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Mta with any rety plensaoit reGoHectibm^ 
fyt be fey into a ttv^e which left a 
long thoughtfulness on him. He however 
di^^e off '$|dlie in Im j^aeton ; and Mr. 
FormsKer wai» good enough to retqra ia 
the ekaFMyt with ma to: A^lrngton. 

We i^atinot have every thing we 
wisfti. I hod rather reside KtiQ at Sun^^ 
imgf could Mri Forrester roconciie thai 
with hfe dirtyj but he, you know, con-* 
sideri^ tl^ parish under hid care es only a 
larger fhntify, with almost the same claimt 
as his more immediate oiie ; ^^ and if/' sayB 
fee often, '^ L i^ould not reconcile myself to 
leaving ttiy ^Mr^ to their own gui 
d^e, how shall l answer deserting the 
lii^tfy Mt h^ so well informed, perhaps, 
though much older?-' Were he of a dit 
fefen* Ophilon, I oan easily observe *that of 
tny Lord iis' decisively against pluralities. 
He sp<^ wi^ 4»>ntempt of Di^; M^te^ 
as gmsping at^vhatever he could get. in 
the home I 'am now to quit, I have enjoyed 
thAt mfld ^nd serene felicity whifd* we ajre 
lal^'^ys iti dangeir of impairing, b«t oa^ . 
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9unrey it asiOAe dfoe^^/the diear and faogdliftr 
featur€s,of an qjd frieud. . / . . . • v.* ^ 
Ijord Westbury hod^I w|^'0se> .pi^er 
vio^y directed tW. jppfltiltiom fcO' 4rwir8 
through. the pc^rk and WQ<)tdktndiii iHiidk 
{Bff^rd^. me beautk\id iand rich scenery. 
Ia.thejevqQiqgI agsiin betook roysfclf to tte 
gajfdewt nor was I Ipng tberej brfor^Bajyi 
Lar4 ffc»d Mi:. Forrester joined fiie^ W** 
the ;way to th^ dome.libf-ary^ ^^i^ i^ld¥i|it^ 
(^d xny hw}>and nto Ies3 withth^eiropiiantic 
entrancjei th£»i:the,magni0fCent buUding^^ 
npt . tp/ iP(gB4kwi th^ »te*tt©9>I bi\i|tSi .^and 
l}r€j^z<ei^fiwWchj he,s^y^>; Witt pr<^ye an-in- 
e^aufitible soi^rce o£ antti^emfint tQ jbkn 
when s^Ued at the paf^sone^^.* ^In truths 
I thought he meant 'Htr-oiiqei tp ei^ahlidi 
^iilise^ as the anchp^itoi, for theife wb^ no 
getting, him s^wray. Finding tha* I Urged 
fiim in yiaijn, my Lord gai^.i#i *;raUying 
,wicft ^^iDare you trust youffi^lf • alone 
>rith me> Mr^s. Forrester? V , ' 
'1:' I. vepUed in; : the^ ^ame . tojiq, as I 
f^yetjbim miy- hae^,. ^* Jie.knew so well 
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how. to deserve and obtain cei^fidentiei 
that the woman who feai'ed him musl 
certainly be one who loved . hikn too 
well.^' 

We were nowf out of ihe hermit's celt 
and Mr. Forrrtter stiU in tlie £brary> -lex- 
ainining a telescope [mounted i oil tf* n&^ 
construction. Lord Westbury turned 
towards me abruptly, and, fixing his in- 
telligent eyes on mine with a peculiar 
expression— 

Do you knoxv, madam,'' cried he, 

tlK>ugh you are . a woman, and some- 
thing given to ^oth the self-love of those 
who please yotu,:! have formed an idea 
that one might! get the truth from you 
oni a yeryf very particular occa£;ion." 

** That must be a very, very particular 
occasion, tny Lofd, which renders my 
speaking it a doubt/' 

>. This- ready answer perplexed him:--^ 
he he$ttatied« His manly cheek flushed ; 
for I must not, I think, say blushed. Aft- 
er a pause, he added, '^ Then tell me 
- fraxikly ! — ^tell me truly, jay dear madam. 
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pfJ^iheit yimm»^ ixime zntxmger yAtm 
first we met ? " 

<* As a test of my siooeriAy, I answer^ 
that I have been^ my Lord, from child- 
hood, the bosom jnend of Miss ilU^ers : 
«kor<doiI think, 6om the hour bur hearts 
t^Ieiided, >that ^Aie iias kaoivti a thougbt 
the did n^t Wis^ to I'epose with laune." 

*^ Ah ! worthy to share witii me the 
c<mfidence of my Ceoilia i" eried he, kit- 
ing my hand : ^VWhat perirfexity<*-^]irfaat 
•embarrassment does a frankfiess like her 
-own save me from ! ¥oa are o^eady, ilhen, 
apprised oftfae ardour--^f the purity cf our 
attadhment? You already know, that tlieiie 
is but one such created being as any ^ado- 
red Cecilia? No: there is nothing Iflce 
her, Mrs. ^Forrester ! 31iere n^ver will be 
any thing like her ! '* s^hod be ; «thile 
his fme eyes swam in tecurs of admiration 
and rapture. ^^ You, too, must see the 
delicacy^both of her frame andhermisid. 
Each, alike, dis(]pialUies her for the ar- 
^dHous'emplojrttieHt which 4$he holds it her 
'duty to pursue* Neither oaa you be a 



strimger to the pride and ebj^tinacy (for, 
however just the motive, or amiable ^t 
manner, I can cdB her refusid of thaSt com-* 
^etence which wo^ld make her Me tosy, 
without taking any thing from mine, by 
no other name,) with which she ivith- 
€raws from my protection ; shxtas even 
my sight; rejects my offers ^ and, in 
Ifine, separates her fate, though she cannot 
^r soul, wholly from his who adores her. 
Can I possibly reconcile my feelings to 
'this severe ordination? You, my dear 
inadam, are not a suspected person, and 
knay have more influ^ice. Indulge me, 
by winning her to share your home; but 
conceal with the greatest caution, that 
the request comes from me ; for that were 
to ensure a refusal. You will be happy, 
superlatively happy, in the st^ciety of this 
sweet creature ; and I shall be less wretch- 
ed, when I know her secure from danger 
or insiilt." 

^ Ah, my Lord ! " cried I unwarily, 
^* have you the heart to censure Cecilia 
for so generous a pride ? Did you know— '* 
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" Did I know what? dearest Mrs. 
Forrester 1" returned he, alive in a mo- 
ment to the tenderest impulses. 

I recollected myself, however, and with 
gravity replied: " How oppressed my 
Cecilia is by your inexhaustible gene- 
rosity, still more, my Lord, would yoq. 
admire, nay p jty her ! Ah ! charming, aa 
you think her, Cecilia Rivers is yet un- 
known to Lord Westbury^ — nor is v there 
Qfi earth, indeed^ one human being like 
her. I should naturally have made the 
us^ your Lordship wishes of my. improved 
fortune ^ • nor, bounded as our income ha^s 
hitherto been, is it my fault, or Mr. For- 
rester's, that she shared it not with us,: 
but you need, not be told that the fropie 
of my Cecilia is not more delicate than 
her mind; no influence can warp her from 
the plain path of rectitude." 

" It is an effort that I dare not make -, 
but, in this instance, rectitude is on your 
side. Remember, I depend on your, influ- 
ence; hnt would be unnamed. Mind—!' 
Mr. Forrester was now close behind 
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ds, anii thus the subject dropped. Early 
in the morning my Lord sent me home 
iii his traveling diariot, carrying Mr. 
Forrester to town in his phaeton, to go 
through the usual form of presentation. ^ 
Charles will> perhaps, be with you as soon 
as this letter. Had I dared intrust him 
with my commission, I might have spared 
myself the trouble of writing it : but what^ 
ever your opinion may be of the fidelity 
of a married woman, I have hitherto re^ 
condled the duties of a friend and a wife, 
by never having one seoret of my own, 
nor ever being led to betray one intrust- 
ed to me. • Mr. Forrester has a soul so 
upri^t, thiat he would despise himself fcHr 
exacting, or me for. 3delding, such a con* 
fidence ; and you know on 'the article of 
tette^Si as well as some Qther particulars, 
we observe a respect for each other not 
very common. ' 1 ^ 

And now, my. Cecilia, I have only to. 
enforce Lc»rd Westbury's. honourable, ra- 
tional request! What can you have to 
fear from, a heart so nobl^, while living 
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under a roof sanctioned a$ ours if Ui be ? 
The p^od of your life and mine is not very 
distant^ when we bounded our views to 
passing our days together; and though 
both may have since discovered th^t we 
might increase our happiness by eKt^od* 
ing our plan, yet to carry this p^vit in 
something gained. I have mustered and 
answered) in my own mind, all the 6bjecr 
tions I think it possible for you to dwell 
upcm, without fiiiding one that will ju£tify 
you ia refuiftng; to reside here. If I for-* 
merly overwhelmed you with admonitions, 
remember, that it was under cit^sdmstances 
too trying ever iO' occuir ag^. .And does 
not my affectionate heanfcy \hwk yoii^ Ian* 
guish to soQth :tl)e' oppression of my Ce« 
cilia's? -Ah ! hasten hither, my dearest 1 
pour forth all your bitter regrets, yout 
stifled .femotions,. dn my boscnn. Hope 
humbly, nor doubt of obtmning, while 
yoUr des^v/e.:ilt the hsippiest Ate. A con- 
di^t so u)ae:^nlpled'must, I think, finally 
^sure it . /. ^ . ' '. 

I . ul.top piwnjy perorive, that, by the chit- 
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tish impataenoe of my laat, I half defeated 
Lord Westbory's generous purpose. How 
shall I make him amends^ if you oblige me 
wholly to do so?- Yet well my Cecilia 
knows^ that wodds could not win me to 
propose any mode of conduct to her, 
which my own heart told me was wrong. 
It is not possible that she should saspect 
of this Her own 

Abisua Forrsster. 



LETTER XLL 

TO MRS. FORRESTER. 

Craven-Hill, 

AMELIA 1 my too kind Amelia! 
ah, why did you thus descant on Lord 
Wiestbuiy's generous conduct? why 
even rqieat, to a heart touched like mme^ 
the only name that gives it emotion ? Did 
you mean to make me wholly dissolve 
away in tears ? Ah, no : you vainly be- 
lieved me capable of enjojring your joy. 

K 91 
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Bat you have surely forgotten whiat it was 
fearfully to love, or well would you have 
known, that I must grudge to every human 
being the right of praising* him whom I 
adore, yet hate the individual who do^ 
nots for this inconsistency is> I doubts 
among the universal extravagancies of 
that irresistible passion. 

Alas ! with what distracting tumults^ 
both of pain and pleasure, did your letters 
fill my bosom ! And did Lord Westbury, 
then, pronounce my name with such pe- 
culiar softness? And those charming 
eyes— did they indeed sparkle with in- 
creased brilliance, at recfiiling mine even 
in idea ? I would gladly have spent my 
last breath in the sigh that followed that 
mere hope. All, Amelia ! he sought, he 
chose, you to enjoy his confidence 5 to 
share his walks ; to muse over those sad, 
those interesting scenes ! Could you ima- 
gine that I should not envy you the in- 
tercourse which I was, perhaps, the first 
means of your obtaining ? 

That your wishes second those of Lord 
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Westbury, would surely be an argument 
with me feir accepting the seducing pror 
posal contained in your last, did not prur 
Lee, and not prk, interpose. L.S, 
mydearl the less I fear Lord Westbury, 
the more ought I to fear myself: and 
your Cecilia will be vain enough to add, 
that, had he been a common lover, she 
could not have been reduced to this agor 
nising struggle with a too tender heart. 
The vices of Lord Westbury would never 
have endangered me; but from his vir- 
tues-*-oh, from them let me fly while I 
can! Abandoned must be the woman 
who sins upon reflexion. But in self-con* 
fidenee there is a danger — I dare not, 
Amelia, I will not, trust it. 

How should I, who cannot read, hear, 
or pronounce the name of Lord West- 
bury without a throb of tenderness, 
wander with the friend of my youth 
through all the scenes where his matured^ 
without finding that soft feeling augment- 
ed? Is there one spot, for miles, around 
that home you are now ready to take pos- 
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session of, where I might not fiiul, or 
iancy, a charm the most toudimg? Timo 
itself, by lulling my fears, would slurely 
increase my danger. Lord Westbury, 
at intervals, inhabits Arlington: you 
could not shut your doors on your friend^ 
your bene£K;tor....And to allow his visits ! 
Oh, Amelia, for your own sake, for mine, 
think no more of this project J A single 
trial is sufficient for a heart subdued like 
that he reigns iu: Nor dare I hope to 
contend again with success; a second 
temptation it is my duty forever to shun. 
The situation I am condemned to 
choose is dull, obscure, unpleasant ; but it 
is busy, it is safe. I am thrown upon my- 
self, and my mirid has, both in its rdi«. 
gion and its activity, a variety of resources, 
which I feel it my duty to improve. I 
spend almost my whole time in drawing, 
it is true; and try only at likenesses: 
alas ! my dear, even your rustic painter, I 
fency^ outdoes me ! *' Ah ! seek to 
know," that sweet air of Badi's, alone 
employs my voice; yet, certainly, the 
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casres o£- a d^[>endent mtuation insensibly 
fiDi my thottghto) ipid in a degree detail 
them^om their dearest object~that object- 
who n^uld, were I in easier circumstancesj 
wholly eftgross them. Vet, do not sup-, 
pose that I mean tp remain in this retire- 
meAt ^ kffiiger than is absolutely neces^ 
saryi I must labour for my living, that I 
may endure to live at all. Can you 
know itey nature, smd imagine that to 
think myself the object of Lord West- 
bury's solicitude— my honour more dear 
to him than his own-nmy comfort the 
source of his; — ^ah, Amelia, what must 
this weak hesurt be made of, if it melted 
not at beiiig told* all this ! Never, never 
tempt me so cruelly again, I implore 

yon. 

And now, my darling frietid, allow me^ 
to. i change the sul^ect, and congratulate^ 
you on your .opening' proi^>ects. I was. 
always sure that the m^erit of Mr. For- 
renter would obtain him patronage ; and if 
I have even remotely been the means, how 
gratifying is that consciousness ! May you, ^ 
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and your amiable husband^ live to Axe 
msLny, many peacefril years; and bel»}]dr 
a dear and numerous offsprings good and 
lovely as yoursdves^ maturing around- 
you ! Th^n, witlf guiltless minds and un- 
divided hearts^ may you together sink 
into that grave O^ver which, will &1I many 
tears, .besides those dropt by filial 
piety ! Alas. ! I may well say so, wh^i 
mine fl^w at the idea* Yet, that is no 
longer a diltinction ; they now &11 pro^ 
fusely, aknost without any reason. 

* ■»• •* * 9(t * • * 

I was inte!rrupted in my epistle. by 
the arrival of your Charles. I ftew into 
his arms, as I wpuld tbihose of a iH'other, 
and gave Jii^ the embrace I meant for. 
my Amelia. He looks uncommonly well ; 
and was all sympathy, although he knew 
not what ocqasioned the alteration he re* 
gretted to see in me: yet sweetly did he 
sooth and flatter my heart, by the grateful 
eulogium he made oh my Lord. He has 
an apartment in his house, and passes al-« 
most tb$ whole of his time in a spot so 
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dear to me. The forms of induction are 
completed^ and Mr. Forrester longs, he 
says> again to be at home. He longs to 
leave Lord Westbury ! Oh, heavens !— 
could you be cruel enough to desire him 
to^ drag me h&jck to Sunning ? He insists 
that I shall return with him, and finds a 
Strange change in my looks. That does 
not much surprise me, for I knew myself 
to be grown very thin. I did not know, 
though, that I was so frightfully pale. 
However, I shall comply with one of his 
requests, and have medical advice. When 
he had won upon me to own that I was ill, 
he assumed your own soft insinuating air: 
Not that I am very ill, my dear : it would 
be strange if I were not thin, when so little 
food and sleep sustain me. ' My spirits, 
too, are surdy unaccountably subdued; 
for, while Mr. Forrester affectionately con- 
dcSed With Arte, I was very near bursting 
into tears, and had much difficulty to 
twinkle away the officious drops. 

Do not think me quite an invalid, how* 
ever, for I dine to-day with the Forresters; 



and as I hate mwe Ihan a mile to wA 
b<ifore I can get a coach^ : and hare some 
diange to make m my dress^ pardea this 
abrupt Gondmon ifrom 

Yoiursever, 
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LETTER XLII. 



TO MRS. FORRESTXR. 



Craven-Hill. 

MUST I never hope for one moment 
of peace ? Why will this cruel, thifi adored 
lover haunt me thus in vain? Condemi^ 
to loneliness^ ev^ti when I walk I cannot find 
a companion^ therefore never venture be- 
yond the adjoining fields, There^^ shelt^ 
edin a hawthorn bush, I lately discovered 
a nest of young birds» and often amusje 
inyself with w;atching them while the, pa; 
rent is away, I was just now divided 
between this, and the majestic spectacle 
of the setting sun (for you know I aiQ 
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rmtj indiilgaat ta the idohkry el iike Per* 
' sidiis), when the msMen approach of a 
luaa startled me« I am not unapprised 
how imprudent it is to be alone so near 
London, and attempted to run homeward; 
when a well4aiown voice called eagerly 
to me to stop. Offended at Lord West- 
bury's hiding himself; offended^ at his 
thus addressing me ; and convinced that 
I must be resolute or undone, I answered 
*rith some asperity*— 

^' Is there, th^n, no place in which 
I can be my own mistress, my Lord? 
How strange is this liberty!" 

** Hear me once— *once only, my dear* 
est*"—" 

** You cannot have any thing new to 
say to me, and we are within reach of 
observation. I insist on going : " resent* 
fully struggling, I added, **How dare 
you treat me thus ? " 

" You are very absolute, madam,'* 
returned he- coldly. ** Go, if you will 
go ;" <;asting my hands &t once from his : 
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♦^ yet bef<Nre tiiis hour to-morrow you 
may repent your unnecessary severity.'* 

JLord Westbury vras close to the gate^ 
over which he vaulted with incredible ce- 
lerity, and was out of sight in a moment. 
I remained root-bound, as it were, with- 
out power ev^n to call after him. Recollec- 
tion convinced me that he was anxiouis an4 
disordered ; while his eyes at once sad, 

wild, and tender Oh, my God ! what 

possessed me to drive him thus away ? 
His; voice, too, had, a broken poignant 
tone, which coming from his heart pierced 
mine. Alas, I was born only to err and 
repent ! — ^ff ow would I give the world that 
I had heard him. — Surely I was infatuated ! 
He came with, a generous distinction to 
confide to me some agitating occurrence; 
and I, I who. adored him, savagely obliged 
>im to coniinp the care to his own bo- 
som! ' ; 

I returaed honie more dead than alive. 
Oh, Lord Westbury, I repent to-night of 
my selfish repulse ! Did he deserve thi? 



141 

from a creature whom he had loaded with 
favours; and oh! much more, distin- 
guished by a love that might flatter the 
vainest of her sex ? 

What a poor capricious selfish animal 
do I grow! I wonder how you endure 
me, Amelia. Never did I calculate, till 
now, the strength of your affection. 

Alas, my Lord ! did you know what I 
suffer already for my fault, you could not 
but forget it ; since to live under your dis- 
pleasure would be impossible. Of all the 
Mretched nights I have spent since love 
first broke my rest, this will be the worst. 
A thousand vague horrors, which I cannot 
shape into any distinct form, rack my mind. 
He must have lefl his dinner party early : 
his complexion was heated: — ^perhaps a 
quarrel ! — ^Ah, can his life be in danger ? 
Then are alf my earthly prospects closed 
indeed. Yet less could hardly have caused 
the mysterious agitation ; the unusual im- 
patience; the thrilling adictu — ^which only 
seemed to want the forever that to-morrow 
may add to it ! . - 
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Mr. Forrester^ ere this>is at your Bide. 
His affectionate hand dries the tears which 
your poor miserable friend, perhaps, draws 
from your eyes. His stronger mind sop* 
ports your weak one. Happy, happy 
Amelia ! who understand so well how to 
unite the mistress with the wife, that your 
husband knows not a wish of which you 
are not the cause or the object. 

*^^t ^^. .^^ .^b. %fe. .^^ 

^^ ^^ '^^ ^^S '^ ^^* 

Wednesday mom* 

What a night has this been ! If I 
closed my eyes a moment, it was only to 
see him pale, insensible, expiring !-— c<»b' 
tinually repeating that killing adieu! I 
wandered sometimes through church* 
yards s and once I thought that I plunged 
into a new-made grave on a dead body. 
In what a terror did I wake ! At length 
the day broke, and I endeavoured to dispel 
the vapours of a disturbed imaginaticm : 
but in vain. This world hung heavy on 
my heart, even while its aerations sougfit 
pother; and the tears that miiigled with 
my prayers fell wholly for Lord Westbury. 
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If I receaye not bis Jetter to the yeiy mo* 
ment^ I shall lose my arises* I know I 
mmt be tedious, be inmpportable» to you» 
my Amelia! but pray b^ur with me* 
God md yonrsetf alone know the griefs 
that embitter my hours ; and no bosooi 
lilttst receive a sigh of mine» save yours. 

•9lf 4kt 4( ^ • -lit 4t ^ 

1* 1* ^1* 1* 'P *?* •f* 

Heaven has completed my miserable 
destiny, and my tears will now flow for 
ever. The killing letter which I enclose, 
was part of a packet delivered with a 
caution that announced its contents. I 
spoke not one word,, but sank at the feet 
of Mr. Trevilian in a liappy, but transient^ 
obUvioh. 



^ TO MISS RIVWS. 

^* Cbcilia, beloved Cecilia ! of wbd: have 
you not deprived me ? But in moments 
like these, should little errors live in the. 
memory ? Take thu% tl^en, the love, the^ 
prayeri^ the blessing, the last adieu, which 
your stidct decorum y^terday robbed u^^ 
both of I Yet the severity I arfaigned 
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was, perhaps, mercy ; for, had my heart 
opened itself to you, I might haive wanted 
resolution to act as I have doiie. Ye9^ 
the world, while you remained in it, had 
charms enough still to make life de- 
sirable. 

" Mr. Trevilian (his name alone Will 
tell you how to value him) has undertaken 
to see the event of the morning, and con- 
vey this to your hands. In him you will 
dare to confide; ancl he is justly im- 
pressed with your merit. I bear into eter- 
nity one pleasing remembrance, in think- 
ing that you will find in him the protector 
you would not suffer me to become. 

" Lest even a breath might sully your 
name, it is wholly omitted in my will. — 
Impressed indelibly on my * heart, with 
that be it buried ! Accept as a legacy, 
the independence you refiised as a gift. 
I have limited myself, knowing well the 
noble pride which ever charmed me. 
I have added, too, the treasiure of your 
letters ;— precious, inestimable, pledges of 
iny happiness —ever lovely portraits of 
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the most lovely of human minds ! I have 
nothing to bequeath half so dear. 

" To expatiate further would be only 
to wound more sensibly your heart and 
my own. Take comfort, my soul's ber 
loved ! my chosen Cecilia !— I might have 
lived to have become ungrateful, ungene- 
rous, unworthy ! — ^Yet, such a miser am I 
of your tenderness, that I wish to retain 
even when I shall have lost the power of 
. enjoying it ; and can never, never know a 
pang more keen than I now endure when I 
say? by anticipation. Eternally adieu ! *' 



All the pangs of death are little, sure, 
to those I felt on reading this — to those I 
still feel. — ^Oh ! burst at once, thou over- 
swelling heart, and give me ease ! — ^That 
noble one, from whence thy better life 
was drawn, is cold, exhausted !— Its dear- 
est blood congeals ^ on the sword of a 
murderer ! 

Yet is he not absolutely dead; at 
least so would Mr. Trevilian persuade 
me : the delivery of the packet, however, 
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shows too plainly his own decided opi- 
nion. Perhaps he thinks to soften the 
stroke by prolonging the disclosure. I 
have driven him hence to seek the truth 

to bring it to me instantly. — ^Reserve, 

decorum, the cold constraints of sex and 
custom, are extinct at once in a moment 
like this : — they shiver like veils of gauze 
before a tempest. 

Oh, Westbury ! sole name that makes 
language enchanting ! — ^must the fond re- 
petition of it, till now an inexhaustible 
source of pleasure to me, henceforth be- 
come an inexhaustible misery ? — Can 
Heaven permit a monster to deprive ge- 
nius of its noblest patron ; merit of its 
warmest friend ; me of my only comfort? 

How soon is a friendship formed be* 
tween two hearts agitated with the sanie 
affliction! The sympathy of Mr. Tre* 
vilian, the tears he mingled with mine, 
although they aggravated the suffering, 
impressed me at once with a deep sense 
of his merit, and s^ved us both the toil 
of common forias. 
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That Lord Westbury yet exists I thank 
Almighty God ! — at least so Trevilian so- 
lemnly declares. But, alas ! he is not able 
to deny that the situation of the sufferer 
leaves little room for hope. — ^O Thou, who 
readest the distraction of this heart, receive 
that as my pleading ! Leave me, oh 1 leave 
me yet one hope, one wish on earth 5 nor 
urge me to precipitate a fate but just 

# 

supportable before ! 

An express every hour would not be 
enough for me. I seem as if each mo- 
ment would be the last of my hopes. I 
walk impatiently to meet the messenger ; 
though sure not to do so ti^ I am sinking 
with fatigue, and hardly have I then power 
to crawl back again. He is not worse, 
they say, to-day. Not worse! — Oh! how 
cold is that comfort ! 

The quarrel happened after dinner in 
a large company; where Colonel Vaughan 
became rude, and both at length personal 
and exasperated. Concessions would 
iave been, Mr. Trevilian says> degrading, 

l2 
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But can the heart, can the reason, be 
duped by such sophistry? — ^The rule of 
right is irrefragable; and its dictates 
must be always consistent with honour. 
It is prejudice, inveterate prejudice, that 
governs us in defiance of our better know- 
ledge. Colonel Vaughan sent the chal- 
lenge. My Lord had just received it 
when I drove him away by a prejudice per* - 
baps as erroneous as that which made him 
accept the bloody invitation. They met 
yesterday morning in Hyde Park (alas, so 
near me too !) I know not the manner of 
the murder ; for such shall I ever term the 
event of the meeting. Lord Westbury 
too surely fell ! — ^The absurd oiFence was 
expiated by the noblest blood that ever 
saturated the detestable spot ! — ^The vJJ- 
Jain was permitted, I am told, to with- 
draw! — Why, why, was I not there? 
My hands, weak and trembling as they are, 
would have been able to hold him. While 
1 write this, I loath, I abhor the world 
and all its ways. — ^A highwayman, who, 
in the moment of danger and trepidation, 
shoots a fellow-creature to save himself. 



149 

becomes the marked object of pursuit; 
and suffers^ if taken^ a premature and ig* 
nominious death : while a gay man of the. 
world, who, for a petty offence (commit- 
ted, perhaps, in the absence of reason), 
presents a pistol to the bosom of him who 
was only one hour before his dearest friend; 
establishes a reputation on the outrage; 
and is secure from punishment, even should 
the law claim its victim ! — Oh ! what cere- 
monious savages, what deliberate assassins, 
are these men of fashion ! — ^And wert 
thou, my Edward ! (for such, on thy 
death-bed, I may fondly call thee) wert 
thou reserved for such a fate, in the glory 
of thy youth, and perfection of thy beauty ? 
His gift, too ! — ^most affliqting boun- 
ty ! — ^^ I might have lived to become un- 
grateftd, ungenerous, unworthy ! " — Could 
he believe that expressions like these would 
console one who feels it to be an impossi- 
bility for time or circumstances to effect 
this change ? — ^Alas ! 

^ When tlius the hand that wounded would restore^ 
'J^\e gen'xous bosom only bleeds the more ! " 
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Oh ! did I part with thee, beloved of 
my heart ! for the last time in anger ? — I 
have hitherto acquiesced in the slavery of 
form, the outward and visible signs of 
virtue : but now, methinks, I could ven- 
ture all, virtue herself excepted, to miti- 
gate his sufferings ! — ^That sad consolation 
is given to an indifferent, while I wring 
my hands and heart in solitary despair ! — 
Now, indeed. Lady Westbury, do I envy 
you ! — ^While I saw him gay, in youth, in 
health, in splendour, I was enabled to resign 
determinately to you the darling object 
of my life ; but my bleeding heart in this 
hour of horror asserts its claim, and would 
engross him wholly. — ^Alas! perhaps his 
wife gives up the watchful offices of love 
to sordid, careless nurses ^ smooths not 
with trembling fingers the pillow; sup- 
ports not with unwearied arm his languid 
head; nor, weeping on his feeble hand, 
extorts his safety from a merciful God ! — 
All this — ^but why do I speak of this as a 
merit ? — ^is it not the luxury of affliction? 

Cecilia Rivers. 
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LETTER XLni. 



TO MRS. FORRESTER. 



A WEEK, a whole week, has Lord 
Westbury lingered in this miserable fluc- 
tuating state ! What a week has it been 
to me ! — ^I am grown old in the interval, 
and feel half of my life spent in wa^e of 
constitution. The people I board with 
must think me distracted, as well as an 
alien from my family. They are told that 
it is a brother for whom I weep : and w^hy, 
when so near him, should I not watch his 
couch ? But of what moment are their sup- 
positions to me? — ^Lord Westbury is in 
danger, and I can no longer attend to any 
thing but himself* — ^The influence of habit 
is continually denied by reasoners; yet 
what else, in these hourjs of anguish, keeps 
me from falling at the feet of Lady West- 
bury, and imploring her to give up an 
office to which she is unequal, and I die 
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to obtain ? — ^And yet I dare not do this ; 
a secret power at once seems to impel 
and forbid me. 

What days of misery are mine ! I 
sometimes .make an effort over my feel- 
ings, and, with disordered dress, and eyes 
blood-shot with weeping, sit down to din- 
ner. Scarce, perhaps, have I tasted food, 
when recollection overcomes me : deluged 
with tears, I rush from the table, and^ 
shut myself up in my own room. My 
nights are, if possible, more dismal. I 
walk the chamber for hours, perusing, at 
intervals, the last dear memorials of his 
affection, and drenching them in tears; 
or, gazing on all I have left of him, that 
picture so worshipped ! I address to it a* 
thousand vain romantic complaints; till 
worn out, yet restless, I throw myself 
on the bed, and try to forget, for a few 
hours^ the sorrows that devour me. 

Mr. Forrester has urged me to pass 
this day at his house. I will there finish 
my melancholy scrawl. Some topic may • 
occur to vary from this only one, which 
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here fills up my whole soul, and directs 
my pen. 



I wandered through Park-Lane, though 
without other hope or view than to survey 
the wall's which sheltered a sufferer so 
dear, and lament, at leisure, that singular 
destiny which excluded me from them; 
when Mrs. Ellison, from one of the win- 
dows, perceived, and, eagerly beckoning 
me, left it not in my power to retreat. 
The footmen, who were collected in the 
hall, had an air melancholy enough to im- 
press even an indifferent person; and Mrs. 
Ellison burst forth in all the licensed grief 
of the vulgar : while I — suffered in silence. 
Guess what I felt to find myself once more 
under the same roof with Lord Westbury ! 
His servants we^e preparing for the ar-^ 
rival of the surgeons, who came; and 
Mrs. Ellison was sununoned to wait iq 
the ante-room ; leaving me in an agony 
that of the patient could hardly exceed, 
I opened the parlour door every moment, 
aod by that means got a glance of the 
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joung' ladies ;. who flew, dear children I 
to my arms, with a flattering eagerness. 
I would have rejoiced in their sight; I 
would have delighted in them: but my 
9(ml was in their father^s chamber, and 
nothing left of me but tears. — ^Yet did I 
mentally recommend the little unfortu- 
nates to God, and entreat him to ccnn- 
passionate tlieir unconscious innocence. 

When Mrs. Ellison returned, I want- 
ed resolution even to inquire the event > 
bitt she saved me the efFcwrt, by informing 
me that the surgeons had, after a tre- 
mendous operation, extracted the ball; 
leaving the patient more dead than alive. 
Lady Westbury had passed the whole day, 
it seems, at home, Alas ! to be merely 
there is thought a great mark of affec- 
tion ; as if tenderness dictated no more 
than decorum demands. With what for- 
titude does he sufler t^ — ^Oh ! that my par- 
ticipation, my love, would lessen one of 
thy pangs, hbw gladly would I then com- 
pound for that of death itself ! — ^Yet do 
they say his constitution will resist all 
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these attacks ; that his fever lessens, and 
his wound promises to heal. 

Alas ! should he recover, what must I 
do with a gift so nobly bestowed, so deli- 
cately veiled from observation ? Must I, 
with my usual severe inflexibility, return 
it? Can I add another wound to that 
which my heart hourly' washes in its fond- 
est tears? Oh, let that terrible wound 
heal first ! I speak not from a thought of 
appropriating the gift : money is ever the 
object of my contempt, unless for the 
common purposes of life. May I have the 
relief of restoring these notes into his own 
h9,nd ! His whole estate would not to me 
be half so great a pleasure. Can title or 
fortune add a grace to the man of one*$ 
heart? I could almost wish that Lord 
Westbury could be. deprived, of such ad- 
ventitious distinctions, for thus alone can 
he know himself to be the only object of 
my tenderest affections. I have filled my 
paper, or my hand would not yet finish 6n 
a subject so dear. Mr. William Forrester 
anxiously watches over the health of Lord 
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Westbury : I would not wrong his hu- 
manity, but he has powerful reasons for 
keeping it alive. 

My Lord is easier, they say, this even- 
ing; and a thousandweight of lead is 
taken from my heart. This is the first 
free breath I have drawn since the news of 
his danger reached me* If thus I suffer 
now, what would have been my fate had 
I caused the calamity ? 



LETTER XLIV. 
TO MRS. FORRESTER. 

' YOU, my Ameli?i ! whose generous na- 
ture has taken so warm an interest in the 
cares of your friend, and the welfare of your 
patron, ought to be the first to share in 
happier prospects. Lord Westbury lives ! 
He has informed me that he may hope to 
do so,t though only in a single line. If 
joy could kill, hardly had I survived the 
sight of a hand so dear. Long, long mav 
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an existence so valuable be conlinued ! I 
am unable to fix my attention to any 
single object. I sing, laugh, weep, fly 
into the garden, wonder to find myself 
there; begin writing again, blot my paper, 
spoil my pen, and throw it at last aside, 
because unable to reduce my agitated 
spirits to calmness. " Great wits,*' as the 
poet says, " are most allied to madness." 
I own, that I should think great sensibility 
a nearer relation. I have often, I believe, 
had my ration^ity doubted within these 
four-and-twenty hours. 

I had the mortification a few days 
siilce to find that Mr. Trevilian had chosen 
the only hour of my absence from hence, 
to pay me a visit. How vexed was I that 
I had not the gift of divination ! for I was 
certain he brought me some news. From 
that moment, here have Ibleen stationary: 
yet day after day has elapsed in unde- 
cisive messages. This happy morning, 
however, he obligingly came again, and 
brought me, as he truly said, a happier in- 
troduction than his first : it was a line 
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from Lord Westbury himself. I kissed it 
in a transport^ and steeped the lines so in*- 
valuable in the tears of my heart. I was 
quite embarrassed when I suddenly recol- 
lected the impropriety of this conduct : but 
it is so little a while since I condescended 
|a adopt the manners of the world, that I 
am far from being an adept in them. Mr. 
Trevilian has, however, a warm and gene- 
rous nature; he therefore relieved me 
from the awkwardness of my situation, by 
turning the conversation on Ix>rd West- 
biiry's merits, and his own true regard 
for him. I clearly understood, by slow 
degrees, that he was. no stranger either to 
our mutual attachmait or the singular 
footing it is on ; and I could perceive 
' that my Lord had done noble justice to 
my conduct. Yet, ah, my dear ! had I 
not deserved this, the frailty would, you 
see, have been equally confided^ and I 
should unconsciously have become the se- 
cret object of Trevilian*s contempt, while 
I thought my disgrace known only to his 
friend. 
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Mr. Trevilian is considerably past the 
meridian of life ; which gives him an air 
different from that you would look for ia 
Lord Westbury's chosen associatie. His 
features are ordinary ; but the turn of his 
countenance is prepossessing and sensi- 
ble. He is the man of fashion entirely j 
with a strong understanding,^ and an in- 
sinuating address. He gains greatly on 
you, as you more and more know him. 
He came too well recommended to leavb 
me the free use of my judgement. 

He was obliged to acknowledge that 
he had been premature in the delivery o£ 
Lord Westbury*s packet, *A fine story 
lie, no doubt> made to his friend of the 
conduct of 

Your 

Cecilia. Rivers 1 
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LETTER XLV. 
TO MRS. FORRESTER- 

YOUR sister, no doubts my dear, has 
informed you that my body partook of 
the sufferings of my mind, and a feverish 
complaint, apparently of the pleuritic 
kind, not only confined me, but obliged 
me to forbear writing. That amended 
without medical aid -, but, had I been dyr 
ing, I must have recovered when such a 
specific presented itself as Lord West- 
bury ! — ^Yes, I have once more seen him, 
my Amelia! — once more I have gazed 
upon that face " which I must ever love" 
— and,, yet, which I never hoped again to 
behold — pale, pale, indeed ! — changed al- 
most to yellowness ! and nothing, surely, 
was ever so thin ! I fear that the news 
of my tedious indisposition made him 
venture abroad at the risk of his own 
health. Unsuspecting that a happiness so 
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'^eat awaited me, I jbad, with sbme diffi- 
culty, reached a little arbour, where I was 
limning myself, and perusing his letters 
(as if I had them not by heart) ; when, rais^ 
ring my eyes at the sudden Approach of somg 
one, I perceived themost dear of men com- 
ing slowly down the walk> with his arm in 
a scarf. I clasped my hands in, I may say, 
an agony of joy, and sprung forward to 
meet him ; but finding my knees entirely 
fail me, I sunk into my seat, and faintly 
repeated — " Am I, indeed^ so happy — ^so 
beyond measure blest, as once more to 
behold you ? — ^O my Lord, your suflferings 
have not exceeded mine! " 

" Rather ask me how I dare approach 
^ou, after having caused them ! '* said he, 
:kindly supporting me with the only dear 
arm he could command* 

*' Ah ! I have suffered too much for 
,my last angry fit, to have a grain of petu- 
lance in store. Yet, what offence could I 
not forgive to you at this moment ! " 

" You have chosen your moment of 
indulgence well,^ returned he laughing, 

VOL. II. ^M 
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toid casting a gkaie on his wrenched 
ann. 

* You are very con^derate in teach- 
ing me discretion, however, my Lord; 
and, now I think of it, how could you be 
so imprudent as to come here ? — Sick or 
well, you must be known." 

^' Can you love, and ask that ques- 
tion ? " returned he tenderly. *• I came 
to receive from your eyes a sympathetic 
assurance of your continued regard, from 
your lips a pardon for my friend's indis- 
cretion, and from your hands those pre- 
cious letters which I consented to relin* 
quish only with my life.** 

" Ah, my Lord, I find you know too 
well how to manage me ! But remember, 
that in my. reputation I intrust the second 
good on earth to your prudence! Be* 
ware how you destroy by your life, what 
even in dying you thought yourself 
obliged to preserve." 

*^ Trevilian drove me here in his phae- 
ton, and set nae down. No servants of 
mine attended; and Trom them alone 
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cotild you apprehenct a discovery--«-es()e* 
etnlty, altered as I mast be. Only raise 
your eyes to mine, and tell me whether 
I may not claim a little indolgenoe yet. 
But vii9t, my Cecilia! can you dread 
from a man just risen from ahnort fab 
deathrbed ?<^Had you not power enough 
oter me, in the glow and Tigour of life, to 
mould my will to yours ?-— and hav^e I not 
since had ample leisure to consider your 
conduct and my own l^-^TJiaty I confess^ 
was the obfect of my contempt, while 
yoQTs appeared with angelic sublimity. 
I now thinks I even more honour than I 
bwe you. Pl»8sessed, as I believe myself 
of your wiiole confidence and attachment, 
I am resolved to be satisfied with those. 
—Aid me to support principles so just, 
and make me truly worthy of yoimielf ;— • 
whose life soipplies such an example of 
purity, that I can hardly si^pose diakin^ 
off mortality will nuyre enlarge or refine 
yoiir nature/' ' 

O flattery! iK»r daKigtro^ art diou* 

M 2 
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in the garb of aflFection I-^Nerer did Lord 
Westbury appear to me so irresistible !— 
The sincere air of self-contempt — his 
noble energy— in short, I never felt my* 
self so very a woman as while he was 
exalting me almost into an angel ! 

A long' and unreserved conversation 
followed. I required and learnt all tile 
particulars of that almost fatal quarrel. I 
would have spoken my father's sentiments 
on duels ; but he bantered me out of it« 
^* Do I not allow you to naaintain your 
virtue your town way?" said the pleasant 
traitor; ^'and will you not allow me to 
do the same by my honour? — Shall we 
come to a compromise ?-*Will you be my 
convert, if I become yours ? " 

^' Pshaw, noiisaise ! how dissimilar the 
cases!" ^ 

** So every one thinks when his opi- 
nion is thwarted. However, yoij may 
make yourself easy as. to the future ; siiice 
the man who once draws his sword with 
proper spirit, may generally sheath it for 
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the rest of his life. But> to change the 
subject, do you live upon air here? — •. 
Do you never dine ? " 

** Dine ! — Heavens ! you do not think 
of dining with me, to be sure ? " 

** If you knew how faint I feel," said 
he in his most imploring accent, "you 
would not send me away without some 
refreshment/* 

" Ah, my Lord ! get well again as 
quick as you can, for that pale face over* 
powers my best resolutions.— My poor 
dinner has been ready, I dare say, these 
two hours, and now must be literally 
tjold." 

" Cold or hot, you must let me share 
it," said he ; " for Trevilian is not to fetch 
me till he has dined : and you could not 
have the inhumanity to turn me out, faint 
with hunger, and on foot." " 
i I was obliged to go to Mrs. Ash, and 
entreat her to get a chicken boiled 5 which, 
to do the good woman justice, she ordered 
as quick as possible. Having carried this 
point. Lord Westbury soon found him- 
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self m so sweet a humour^ that he made 
a perfect conqaest of my poor landlady : 
who taking him for my brother, thcni^ 
^t 'she could not do a kinder thing, 
than to treat hkn with a full account of 
all I had suffered; while I sat corered 
with confusicm, yet not darmg to silence 
her. *^ I don't think Miss has eat as 
much as the breast of a cliidten' since Ae 
ftrst heard of your melancholy accident, 
Sr/* concluded she. He -cast down his 
eyes, as he ofiten does when an konieal 
spMch hovers on liis lips. '^ Oh, my dear 
Madam," returned he, '^ never brother 
and sister loved as we do ! " — ^Judge wfae^ 
ther I had npt some difficulty to keep my 
countenance. Mrs. Ash now made a 
discovery which has raised my vamty to 
the hi^est pitch; though probably it 
sprang in her mind from our supposked 
consanguinity. Sbe fancies that there is 
an amazing likeness between us ; and my 
Lord looked as pleased as if I had been a 
model of beauty. TIki best of the matter 
is, that I half adopt her whim> and rua 
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to the glass every five minutes, to see if 
I can find any pretence for doing so. 

Mr. Trevilian came at seven ; and^ to 
say truth, though I tempt you to smile, 
I wished him away. Lord Westbury I 
could manage while alone, and Mrs. Ash 
knew him not ; bat to encounter the 
flcrutinfsing eyes c£ a worldly, shrewd 
man, however wami his good wiU to one 
or bodi parties, was more thsoi I haJk 
amreige for. Lord Weitbury, on the coni*. 
trary, delighted to have thtis bought 'to*' 
giether tiiie two people oa earth most deor 
to hini, became m' exquisitely s^reeabie, 
that I WM almMt obliged to drive him 
oaA of die house, or he woidd have .sat 
till the evening air seized on his wound. 

He would not recollect the letters, 
and in my aDobarrasnoient I totally forgot 
tfaem. I see he mems to make an errand 
for them erery day, without once caUiag 
diem to mind after he is admitted. I 
could soon refi-esh his memory y but have 
not die Ueart to make a new quarrel, when 
I have not yet done gneving for the hsM. 
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LETTER XLVI. 



TO MRS. FORRESTER. 



YOU have not read Swift for nothings' 
my dear. — ^What an excellent flapper ha 
would have thought you ! — ^I am obliged 
to atteiKi to you. even at this distance) 
and my dozing discretion is roused. But 
you must not arrogate to yourself thfi 
merit of this effort, since I was fixed on 
^ikking it ere your lettec: arrived.: '.fou* 
well I kno^ you wilk-not. dispufe the 
honour of the victory, so that it is dbn 
tained. " 

How easy is it to dictate to others, 
when far, too, from the scene of action, imd 
hot impressed by tlie^ reproaches whichiave 
gives such force to \^^Ydu musty and you 
oughty are terms we all can apply to any 
person but ourselves.-r-Alas, my dear! 
think how I tremble lest he sfctouM relapae 
into error !-— think what a^ delight I. bdve 
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in his society I — ^what a pleasure in his 
confidence ! — what a pride in his respect ! 
-^Oh ! think what a task it must be, at' 
one moment to give firmness to a temper 
like mine, and to over-rule his ! 

There is yet another difficulty — I love 
him, and he knows it. — I have lost that 
atithoTity a woman always possesses, 
while a lover doubts his own power : shall 
I add, that I have lost, too, all wish of 
maintaining any ?-— During a conduct so 
unexceptionable as Lord Westbury's at 
present, I know not how I can exclude 
him fi'om my society; nevertheless, I 
again repeat, that I mean to do it : the 
difficulty only adds to the necessity ; and 
while I read what I have already writteni 
I start at my own danger.— ^-Yet I must 
allow myself a little leisure to concert 
iBome plan that ^my save me from, giving 
him >pain, or myself .the pang of incurring 
his resentment .1 — ^Why, why did not Hea- 
ven, with the isame fond partiality, giv0 
irie a farm like his own ? — ^Then might I 
bave bpen the compajiioh of hisJife .witl^ 
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out fear or jealouay; — then no more this 
timid heart would throb for his danger 
with fruitless apprehafision^ but said 
fi^-th all its little strength to succour him; 
and, if he fell, the same ^ave mi^t inter 
both : fbr, even as a friend, I coidd not 
survive him. — ^Amelia ! it is hard enouglit 
to be denied happiness by those who are» 
by both cuslom and nature, emp&weced 
to withlic4d it. — Oh ! thbk then what it 
tmist be to a heart so exquiaitely suscep- 
tible as mine, to deny felicity to itself! 

He does nat dine here constantly ;-^ 
aome part of every (biy he certainly 
expends with me: and I own I fear Mr.' 
TreviHan's ^ye so much, that \1 am not 
very urgent ^ith him always to be a 
third in onr party. My Lord (wicked 
creature ! ) eiy|oys the! distress that gentle^ 
man's presence gives me; and says that I 
never look so wsU. Yesterday Lord 
Weatbury cams . aioile, as I understood, 
throu^ Kensington Gardens ; of course 
his carriage £md. servants waited in the 
C!ariB% Notvithstaodii^ these preoau* 
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tionsy ft i» a^tontshkig to me that h« 
filiould escape observation : — ^he who gives 
dignity to the {Vainest garb ; whose con- 
versation and address show a soul so re- 
fined^ with manners so polished — nay^ 
when was his person oveilooked i — ^Evea 

 

I do not always recollect myself: I forget 
he is to be but Edward^ and once called 
him my Lord;^ — Had I, however, bee^ 
guilty of a crime, I could not have looked 
more like a culprit. — ^I am terrified at aU 
these things^ and will run over the ar- 
rangement, to fortify myself against be 
comes, that I may oblige him to take 
back his packet as he sent it. Thos^ 
odious bank-notes have made one wrangle 
between us already » — He will receive ' 
only the letters ; and I will not deliver 
them, \mless he takes the more valuable 
notes; 

Eveiy apprehensii^ fof his health is^ 
however, thank God! totally dispellf^ 
His arm reoovers its strength, and is 
taken from the scarf. His manly ohedk 
glow^ 9gsm with beauty s and his^ whol^ 
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carriage resumes that elastic volatility 
which adds grace to symmetry. I find 
myself infinitely better too. A mutual 
interest we take in each other's health, 
operates towards restoring it to both be- 
yond all the prescriptions of art. Among 
other reasons, I become habituated to 
associating with him, and no longer feel 
oppressed with those cruel tremors which 

shatter the constitution. I can think be* 

• 

fore I speak ; and, yet more strange ! speak 
what I hare thought, in proper language, 
and without any hesitation — ^which once 
appeared impossible : the strong desire 
of pleasing was often in me fatal to the 
power. 

Ah! I see him coming; and the 
strength I boasted of, quite deserts my 
poor nerves, as this scrawl plainly indi- 
cates. However, I will recollect all your 
advice, and become a Stoic, if ever a 
lover was one. • 

I have, at last, compelled him to ac- 
ccpt again those lavish marks of his aifec^ 
tion 5 though^ had I not been on tlie point 
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of tearing all my own letters' to pieces,^! 
Gould not have succeeded. Finding that 
I really meant to do this> he snatched the 
whole padket in anger away; saying that 
he .would, in spite of my pride, retain 
some proofs of the love I once bore him, 
and would no longer oiFend me with the 
presence of a man whose greatest fault 
was a boundless tenderness for me, and 
whose anxious efforts to please were ever 
so cruelly misconstrued. He caught up 
his hat, and hastily passed through the 
garden, with a disordered dignity of mien, 
and a complexion beautifully heightened 
by pique. — ^^ Ah I I may never more be- 
hold him ! '* cried I to myself, recollecting 
that he,had the same air when we parted in 
the field. ^ I followed to; the garden-gate*; 
but he disdained to look behind him : at 
length . I caught his . eye as he turned 
down the lane, and, kissing my hand, I 
own I gave him a smile of invitation. 
Faster than he w^nt he now flew back, 
to entreat my pardon; which, charmed 
with a temper so yielding, I fully accord- 
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ed: aoid eiijoyed, fof the first tixiy^ the 
transport of reconciiiation:, and the de« 
light of forgiriag. 

I have thought of one way to end his 
Tisits; and 9hall fabricate ah epbtie^ as 
soon as I finish tliis, to teU him that a 
lady at the next door has recollected his 
person, and only waits his next visit here 
to sati^ herself, and slander me: that 
as my situation at this place will become 
extremely irksome, I am preparing to 
quit it; and, to save myself the some 
kind of apprehension, have provided a 
home out of his knowledge; which, by 
the love he bears me, I conjure him not 
to inquire into. I hardly doubt his coin 
sideration for my reputation ; and, there- 
fere, think he will not venture another 
visit to this confined place : I have a kind 
of predilection for it; and shall reluc- 
tantly leave the spot where I first saw the 
chosen of my heart without constraint. 
' I have exerted all my address in wri- 
ting this letter, and it is already gone:—* 
Now I may surely claim your applause.''^ 
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Alas! I know how dearljr I parchase 
it! 

Direct as usual ; I shall certainly stay 
here : nor must I quit the house, even for 
a visit, lest my secret should be betrayed. 
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LETTER XLVII. 

TO MRS. FORRESTER. 

Craven-HilL 

I HAVE been thus long obliged to 
reply by others to your inquiries after my 
hand. Though it was only the left I in- 
jured, I never attanpted to use it, that 
I did not find an increaeed inflammation 
in the other. When you know how this 
hurt was really caused, you will wonder I 
had the resolution to wait till it was doing 
well to apprise you of the fact.^ — ^What a 
situation have I been in since last I wrote 
io you! I was surely born to be the 
sport of fortune, and the wretch of sensi- 
bility ! — ^Hear, then, an adventure which. 
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:but' for- yt)UF ' reliance on my retacilfi 
would probably appear to you among 
those absurd androhiatitio inventions that 
make us children of retirement trertible 
,at the arts of London. 

You remember a letter I projected to 
.Lord Westbury, which is indelibly im- 
pressed on my mind by the following cir- 
cumstances. Having dispatched it, I 
Went to wander in the environs of the 
house I live in, as some strangers had 
driven to the door to view the lodgings ; 
which I occupied on cheap terms, from 
agreeing to quit them should a better 
tenant offer. The coach stood in my 
way; but I saw in it only two elderly 
ladies, genteelly dressed, who looked out 
after me, and, calling their footman, mark- 
ed me to him. Not knowing either of 
them, I passed on ; and turned^ to avoid 
the sun, down a lane which conducts us 
to the high-road. The coacK soon over- 
took me in the middle of it, and was im- 
mediately stopped. The footman de- 
scended, and very civilly inquired if I was 



177 

Miss Rivers. On my assenting^ he in- 
formed me that his lady requested the 
favour of speaking one word to me. I 
then advanced towards the carriage ; and 
the coachman^ having in the interval 
quitted his box, opened the door, sup- 
posing, as I guessed, that I was going to 
get in. One of the ladies again inquired 
my name; and the servant behind me 
requested that I would draw near, and 
speak loud, as she was deaf. I complied; 
and was quite close to the carriage, when 
the two men, in one moment, lifted me 
in as it were by magic; and, shutting 
Jhe door, drove on as quick as thought. — 
I, as might be expected, fell into the bot- 
tom of the coach ; from whence, however, 
I as expeditiously arose : and, questioning 
the two women who they were, and what 
they meant, attempted to let down the 
glass; which, to my great surprise, I 
fbnnd had been fastened. The women en- 
deavoured to compose me, by vehement 
assurances that I should come to no harm : 
but a scheme so deeply concerted did not 
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strike Qie as a jest; and my situatiah 
became yet more serious> when, on finding 
me resolved to get out, each of my com- 
panions took a hand by main force, and 
seated me between them. I now felt myr 
self totally in their power, and quite un- 
certain what use they meant to make c^ 
it. 

My imagination w^it through all my 
connexions, to fix upon an author for this 
insult, ere it whispered the name of Lord 
Westbury : yet not finding any other 
person whom I could rationally suspect, 
I was obliged to conclude the base machi- 
nation to be his. ** Can he, can he,** 
cried I to myself, ** in whom I have * gar- 
nered up my heart,' conspire with venal 

4 

wretches to rob me of myself? And what 
£rom such an effort can he hope ? Have I 
not resisted his entreaties ? How can he 
^en suppose that force will subdue me ? '* 
Yet, as these thoughts rushed impetuously 
through my mind, floods of tears fell from 
itay eyes. I resolved to collect my facul- 
tieSj that I might resist despair, and nevei* 
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i)o be wanting to i^ayself. I obterved 
flhmtly afterwards^ that we were driving 
4;hrough Hanunersmith ; and found thai 
(the carriage nsade too much noise for me 
to he heard if I screamed^ for the glasses 
were bath up^ and fixed. I made an ef- 
^rt to dry my tears^ and the least odious 
of my two companions released my left 
hand. A knpt of ladies and gentlemen 
ivere at that mpment close to the carriages 
when suddenly starting upj I d^s^ed my 
hand through the glass and waved it to 
them^ then dropping with blood. The 
party stood still> stared^ wondered^ com'* 
mented» but took no step that might stop 
the coach; and the vile wretdies with 
ivhom I was^ enrjaged at finding my cha* 
l^cter so intrepid, drew in the bloody 
tiandi £^> by so doing, nqiangled it yet 
more. The mingled agony of my body 
and my mind made me ML back almost 
kisensible. I just f emember that the wo* 
tien attempted to staunch the blood smd 
wrap my hand in my handkerchief; with 
vague expressions of anger she appr^en* 

N 2 
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ded from somebody. Who^ who can thife 
be, thought I, who dreading not barbarity*, 
yet shrinks from its consequences ? One 
woman touched a springs and the broken 
glass gave way to a blind ; but both now 
held my hands completely fast, so that I 
had not the opportunity of motion. After 
the effort I had vainly made^ I no longer 
-controlled the bitterness of my heart ; but 
my execrable companions were inured to 
misery, nor could I provoke or win a re- 
ply. I plainly saw that we were out of the 
high road, and passing through by-lanes ; 
which made it impossible that any assi-^ 
duity should trace the coach, even should 
humanity be awakened by my desperate 
call upon it. No longer having strength 
for further experiments, and regretting^ 
too late, my folly in disabling one hand 
when I might have need of both, I now 
gunk to entreating my companions to re- 
lease me; offering them my little all: 
which was, alas, too little to tempt them !' 
Receiving no answer but a shake of the, 
head, I^ again burst into tears, reproacfaei^; 
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and despair. I could not but suppose tliat 
they were intent on losing time, or elud- 
ing pursuit, by the long and circuitous 
road the carriage took. Alas, my dear 1 
they had no pursuit to apprehend : your 
poor Cecilia, in this busy world, knows 
not one human being on whose ex« 
ertions she has a right to reckon. I 
think we must have gone over Fulham* 
bridge; — ^we certainly passed that of West^ 
winster, in returning to town. 1 fancy it 
was in some part of Saint James's the 
coach stopped, at a door which opened 
between two mean houses into a long, 
well-lighted passage. One of the furies, 
got out before me ; and I instantaneously 
cast my quick eyes around, without see-^ 
ing a single human being but one chair^ 
man asleep on his poles; to him, how- 
ever, I flew, and, falling suddenly upon 
my knees, waked the man by the violent 
pluck I gave to his coat. " For the love 
of God," cried I, " if you have wife or 
daughter, assist a poor young crea- 
ture thus ensnared ! — Save, save me, for 
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their sakes !** The wretch, with a strong 
brogne, replied—** Auh ! be aa-sy, my 
jewel; for, upon my conscience, youTl 
one day tell me how much you think 
yoursdf obliged to my good ladies here, 
for all the trouble they take with you. — 
By my soul, they will make a bit of a 
gentlewoman of you ! " I was now car- 
ried rather than led in ; and the doors be- 
ing shut, in vain the passage echoed with 
my cries : the voices of the two women 
being yet louder, the sound of misery was 
undistinguished. I found that they were 
dragging me into a handsome room ; and 
casting my eyes around, fall of the deep- 
est scorn, they rested — ^not on Lord West- 
bury, my dear, but his brother — ^yes, Clif- 
ford himself stood, to my astonishment, 
before me. Though this increased my 
danger, it gave such a relief to my feel- 
ings that I could have fallen on my knees, 
and thanked Almighty God as for a de- 
liverance. The wretch drew gaily to- 
wards me, who was fixed like a statue ; 
when onfe of the women insolently told 
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him, that -the next time he inyented such 
an errand he might execute it himself, 
for one so troublesome xteVev fell to her 
share before. I surveyed her, and her 
rile employer, with equal contempt. *' By 
what right," at- length cried I, " da 
either of you thus treat a person who is 
your equal — ^at least in the birth-right of 
freedom ? " Clifford gave no answer, but 
nodded to the women to leave us. My 
danger was, perhaps, at that moment, 
magnified by my fears, for I was almost 
frantic; and holding out my wounded 
hand — ^^ Stay, wretches," cried I, " and 
hear me ! You have abetted this man in 
betraying and maiming my person ; but 
neither he nor you can shake the resolu- 
tion of my heart. I well know the redress 
which the law allows me, and be assured 
I will demand it: but should I fail on 
earth, there is an awful God will give it 
me hereafter. Remember that, and trem- 
ble ! ^* — " Manage your little lunatic your- 
self," said one of the women sneeringly 
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to CKflFord, as she left the room j '* we 
have brought her to you, and fulfilled our 
agreement." I was, indeed, an idiot to 
threaten those with the vengeance of 
pod, to whom Sir John Fielding is a fer 
greater object of terror. 

They were no sooner gone, than Clif- 
ford, in a palliating tone, began — 

" Come, come, my dear Miss Rivers, 
it is surely carrying it too far thus to re- 
sent the happy artifice of a neglected 
lover! I thought that your whole sex 
admired address. Lay aside this anger; 
and remember you are not now professing 
to teach those rigid morals that never yet 
made. one human being happy." 

" They have a power, Mr. Clifford, 
far beyond that : — ^they enable us ,to en- 
counter every kind of insult and misery. 
How could I otherwise support sorrow, 
pain, and injury? Why you have thus 
inveigled me, I know not. If you doubt 
my conduct, you have a proof that it is 
the result of principle. The fortitude 
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which enabled me thus to maim my hand, 
may one day make you, daring as you 
^e, tremble ! " 

" Good God ! how could your hand 
be thus wounded ? Let it be dressed this 
moment. One of the women — " 

" Neither of them shall , contaminate 
me, Sir, by a touch. You have too much 
humanity, Mr. Clifford, to injure further 
a helpless young creature. How could 
you hope that she who refused to become 
your wife, would ever stoop to become 
your mistress ? " 

" If I must be explicit. Miss Rivers, 
it is because she has since deigned to be- 
come the mistress of another," 

« Sir ! " 

** Spare your disdainful looks, madam ; 
I am well aware of what I advance. My 
brother's devoirs have not been so harshly 
rejected. I am not the unobserving fel- 
low you imagined." 

" Well,. Sir ! were it even so, and I 
regarded Lord Westbury with partiality. 
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would that authorise you to hope any 
thing the more ? '* 

^ A little plain speaking, my dear girl> 
win save a world of circumlocution. When 
I offered you my hand, it was with my 
whole heart. I loved you too well^ to 
wish to obtain you by any means disgrace- 
ful to yourself. I was refused. My con- 
dition in life, and give me leave to say 
my personal advantages, made this a very 
extraordinary procedure. I knew your 
$ex and the world too welJ, to suppose 
that such an offer would have been de- 
clined, had not an object more near the 
heart been in view. I resolved to discover 
yours, and did it with so much ease that 
I wondered at my former blindness. Ned's 
attachment was hardly more apparent 
than your own. Did I like you the less ? 
Not at all. I thought you a kind, disinter- 
ested, Spirited girl. I shall not presume to 
insinuate any reason for your finding it con- 
ipenient to leave Lady Westbury. I shall 
not comment upon your receiving the 
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private visits of her husband at a private 
lodging. Nay, I know all — ^the regu- 
larity of his letters, and the exactness of 
your replies. I even know that the happy 
lover was very lately screened under the 
title of the near relation. Confess that I 
have been generous in keeping, unbribed, 
your secret ; when a single word from me 
would have destroyed your reputation, 
both with my sister and the world." 

What a speech was this ! No words 
can convey to you the indignation that 
filled • my heart, flashed from my eyes, 
and burned on my cheeks. At length I 
cried, with the contempt I felt — 

" No wonder. Sir, if, judging the hearts 
of others by the corrupt one within your 
own bosom, you should thus misconstrue 
the conduct of a nobleman whom it is 
your highest honour to c^U brother. But 
even admitting your vile surmises were 
true, and I had been the victim of a weak 
passion for Lord Westbury, could you 
hope to rival him? Superlative vanity! 
Perhaps, knowing both as I have reason 
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to do^ I should think it a less misery to 
be his mistress, than your wife." 

This, you will say, was very bitter, 
because very true : but think what a pro- 
vocation I had. 

** That is a question," returned he 
sarcastically, ** which it will never more 
be in your power to answer. But pr'ythee 
let us have done with preaching. Come, 
compose yourself: be a little civil, and I 
will even forget the impertinence of your 
last speech. Your secret may still be 
safe with me; nor shall Ned ever have 
reason to question your fidelity. Get 
down from these tragedy stilts ; you are 
in the temple of Pleasure, and must bow 
to the goddess," 

" Infamy, scorn, and remorse, dwell in 
this house, and I equally loathe them and 
you.^ You either meanly mistake, or vo- 
luntarily question, my character : but be- 
ware you presume not on your own con- 
cbisions. Rather than become the wretch, 
you suppose, or would make me, I should, I 
think, venture to decide my own destiny." 
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" Heyday! here are fine heroicsl! 
Why, my dear Lucretia the second, you 
are now most outrageously virtuous! — 
These are mighty pretty flights of fancy ": 
but we have no worse poison here than 
Champagne ; and I really do not think I 
shall allow you the satisfaction of thus 
setting the world in a blaze by going out 
of it." 

" I am actuated. Sir, by juster mo* 
tives." 

*' Upon my soul. Miss Rivers, yott 
recollect the theory of virtue admirably, 
though a little out of practice : for, if you 
were to wear those pretty lips out in 
swearing that you quitted Lord West- 
bury's house to receive his friendly visits 
in a private lodging, you would neither 
convince the world, nor me, that it was to 
read Seneca or study Plato. You are 
young and charming : he is gay, gallant, 
successful." 

Till now, my spirits had been kept 
up by anger and disdain : they suddenly 
iailed me, my hand grew very painful, and 
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a sickliness I could hardly contend with 
obliged me to change my tone. 

'^ Cruel and injurious as your surmisef 
concerning me have hitherto been^ Mr* 
Clifford^ I think I could pardon them all, 
if you would learn to judge me better. I 
will not veil one truth from you, nor re- 
peat one falsdiood* Your penetrating 
eyes have too surely learned from mine 
the sorrowful secret of my soul. Alas ! 
that partiality you reproach me with^ pu- 
nishes itself: it has; I will own, wholly 
robbed me of peace ^ but not sunk mie 
to infamy. Now, how. Sir, can you hopQ 
to subdue a woman who has conquered 
berself even in the most tender instance ? 
—You tell me you love me 5 — so doeB 
Lord Westbury : yet I found him no less 
generous than impasfiioned. Be entirely 
his brother 3 resemble him wholly; nor 
odd to the su£Cering€i of one who hardly 
can endure those that have already fallen 
on her. Never yet was distress like mine 
counterfeited* Oh, let me esteem you 1 " 
,> ** Why will you be half sincere } " re- 
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turned he with a softened air, — ^^ Be^ 
witching creature! who can hear you 
plead unmoved?" — ^Pausing a moment, 
however, he relapsed into the hardened 
tibertine. ** I must be decisive. Miss 
Rivers. I have not taken all this trouble, 
or bestowed all this expense, for nothing* 
I will not deceive you. This house is the 
asylum of uncircumscrifoed pleasure ; and 
no one here will interrupt us. I have 
taken care to inform my brother of your 
absence J and as he will be led to sup- 
pose it voluntary, he will not seek you* 
Here, therefore, with no better, and no 
worse, a companion than myself, shall 
you stay till you become more reason- 
able. Judge what Ned will conclude, 
should any of the loquacious ladies of this 
femily inform him where you now take up 
your abode. You have not the smallest 
chance of escaping their tongues, but by 
making it worth my while to release you." 
The letter which I had written to Lord 
Westbury an hour before I was trepanned 
now pressed upon my recollection. Some 
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daemon below sively dictated it, toco* 
operate with the one above-ground, now 
tormenting me ! — Distracted at the 
strange confim^tion this might give to 
whatever slander my Lord should hear, I 
think I could have pierced Clifford to' the 
heart.—Indeed, from the moment I found 
who the wretch was that betrayed me, I 
vejry sensibly felt the difference of an 
attack from the man one loves, and him 
whom one does not. 

" Well, then. Sir," cried I, starting 
from my knees, " enjoy a satisfaction 
which fiends alone would envy you. :^\ 
Rob me of the only blessing I possess-, "in 
your brother's esteem. Grieved as I must, 
be to lose that, it is a less loss than my 
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Convinced, by the increasing energy 
of my voice and air, that he had nothing 
to hope from my fears or debasement, he 
approached me with eyes — oh, my dear ! 
how unlike Lord Westbury's !~I threw 
mine around in wild distress, and fixed 
them on a case of knives that stood oa a 
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lide-board at my elbow. I made a sud* 
den ^atch at a fork> and^ grasping it 
very fast^ pointed it towards him; then, 
with a deep and resolute tone, said, 

" One step nearer, Sir, and, take the 
consequence ! " 

How timid, how apprehensive is guilt ! 
With what ease might the wretch have 
wrested an implement so inadequate to 
my purpose from the trembling hand that 
held it, which could I'eceive no assistance 
from the other !— But he stopped short ; 
and, affecting an air of contempt and in- 
difference, turned on his heel, repeat- 
ing— 

" Upon my soid, you are one of the- 
strangest girls I ever met with! — ^In- 
dulge your whim. Madam, pray. Bran* 
dish your new-fashioned dagger as long 
as you like : I should scorn to use force 
towards any woman, much more to 
you." 

I was extremely, glad to hear this, 
however insolent his mode of conveying 
the information : but not thinking an im* 
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plicit rdiance on such a man prudent, I 
retreated to a corner of the room, that^ I 
might not be surrounded. FuUy deter^ 
mined to use the jR^rk, if I thought it 
necessary; and though I was hardly able 
to support myself, and my arm grew 
more and more painful, here I made up 
my mind to remain. As to Clifford, he 
threw himself along the sofa, with a most 
impertinent nonchalance. Hardly <»n X 
forbear smiling now at the recollection of 
the scene. Imagine me, my dear, with 
my hair loose over my shoulders; my 
bonnet half off; one hand wrapt in a 
bloody handkerchief, and the other point* 
ing my ** new-fashioned dagger,** as he 
sneeringly called it ; while, to appearance^ 
not a creature meant to attack me.— Can 
you conceive any thing more grotesque ? 
— Nevertheless, I am persuaded that he 
lay planning some precious mischief^ 
when one of the women hastily entered, 
and whispered him* By his casting his 
eyes around, I guessed that he inquired 
of her if all was secure; which she aci^ 
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swered in the affirmatire. Then, turning 
negligently to me> he yawned; advised 
me to sit down and rest myself; be a 
good girl^ and accept hi3:ofibr$ ; then fol^* 
lowing the woinan> he lodced the door 
9fter huh. I had this only moment in 
my &vour ; and seeing that the bolt was 
strong, I drew it ; then tbxi to the win* 
dows ; bmt they werp ^tenod by some 
ifnpemeptible spring. I, liowever, se^ 
cared two more forks, lest tte first should 
be taken from me, and flew into the 
next room. How I J^uddered at finding 
it to be a chamber I— The 3ame fastening 
seoiir^ those windows ; and I was^ frantic 
with the sense of iny danger, when I 
perceiy^ another door almost behind the 
bed. I looked through the key-hole, for 
that too was locked, and saw some stairs 
which I was sure could not be those I had 
seen when I entered the house. My 
strength was tried in vaan to force back 
the 16<ik ; but, with -a knife and a shilling, 
I turned the screws of the receiver of the 
bolt, and found thqm ^ve war. Con. 
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ceive nty joy U^I haA stilly however^ miidt 
to dre^. I heard footmen. in the haU| 
and halving learnt^ from my applicatioD 
to the chairman, that I had no. resource 
in the humanity of the vulgar,, at least in 
that neighbourhood, I lingered. in agony^ 
nor ventured to descend* At this dread^ 
ful crisis I heard Qifford thundering at 
the other door, and^ rec€|nmeiiding my*^ 
self to God, dared every othirar danger by 
hishing down staii%;. 

I yet paused a moment, from finding 
that the men were at this juncture agree-* 
ing to adjourn, and drink at a neighbour* 
ing house* Scarce, however, were they 
down the steps, ere I was in the hall. A 
seirvant in a parlour perceived me, and I 
her. She hastily pursued me into a court ; 
where seeing* a gentleman walking, whose 
only recommendation to me was his hav« 
ing a sword on, breathless with haste and 
fear, I caught his arm, indistinctly re* 
peating— " Save me 1--H)h, save me I " He 
probably mistook both my words and my 
action; for he dropped his arm, and J 
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feH to the g:round: but, dis6emi^ that I 
ivas in some distress^ he kindly stooped^ 
find inquired how he could sare me. 
The Woman*servant, too^ had join^ U9^ 
and, assisting to raise me, awakened all 
my terrors.—" Oh, Sir 1" cried I, ^' that 
house—that house 1 " 

*^ Sunely I know that voipe ? '• siaid Lord 
Westbury,. raiding my bonnet to examiiM 
my features.— Yes, my dear, it was my 
Lord, indeed !— sent surely by Providence 
to save me from a danger, which he alone 
could have saved me iirom without blood- 
shed. Nor will you wonder that I did not 
know him, when you recollect that I was 
scarce myself, and, like a person bitten by 
a mad-dog, saw Clifford in every ofcjeet 
around me. 

" Do I see Miss Rivers ? " cried hi 
in a voice expressive of deep surprise. 

** Yes, my Lord," returned 1, yielding 
lor once to impulse, and claiming support 
from his arms; '^ you do, indeed, see that 
persecuted, unhappy being!-*! will not 
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itay wholly deserted> since you i^e sijnt 
to my assistance." 

By this time ^ whole family seemed 

 

collected at the door of the house ; ' but 
finding, by what passed, that a strange? 
richly dressed knew me, they hung back^ 
and talked low, with an air of perplexity. 
I am not able to fini^ my tale ; but 
you may be easy, for I hglk found a noble 
protector. ^ 






LETTEft XLVIIL 
TO MRS. FORTIESTER. 

I KESUME, without a breaks my 
narrative. 

" How is it that I find you h^e, Cer 
cilia? " said Lord Westbugr. 

" Oh> my Lord ! I ftave been t^ri^^ 
to death !— yilely trepanned ! " 

" Trepanned 1 " cried he, drawing his 
iword indignantly—^^ Point me out the 
yilkin> and his life shall answer it ! " 
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r At this instant I j)erceived Cliflford 
enter the court ; no doubt from the door 
tlu*ough which I was first carried, H^ 
knew not my Lord, whose back was to 
Iiim^ but eagerly advanced \ while I hung 
more importunately upon Lord West- 
bury ; who only imputed this to my fear 
of his taking some desperate vengeance. 
But never surely did conscious guilt more 
distOTt.a human countenance than it did 
Clifford's, j^hen, from the haughty and 
elevated tone, he recollected his brother's 
voice.— Heavens 1 what a look he gave 
me !— as if I had, by supernatural means, 
called the man whonx I had owned I adored 
to my aid ! — My Lord* wholly unsuspicious 
of him, and too intent on my looks to ob- 
iserve his, cried*^ 

" DesM: George ! whatever good forr 
4;une brings you to this Strang? place, 
take charge of Miss Rivers, till I disipover 
who has thus basely insulted and ensnared 
ier.~Have you seen^ Madam, or can you 
guess, who he is ? " 

What a question was this 1— Had I 
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been sincere^ I knew not the consequence 
in such a moment.— Faltering, blushing, 
almost sinking to the earth, I pronounced 
a faint negative.— I glanced my eyes, a 
mom^it after, on Mr. Clifford's fiice, and 
saw that it had restored his composure at 
once* 

Lord Westbiuy'was leaving me in his 
brother's care, -^ while he prosecuted his 
inquuies; when, terrified at being one 
moment alone with Clifford, I caught his 
arm again— ^* You shall not, must not, 
leave me, my Lord ! '* cried I. 

The dear man, conceiving this to 
be only a natural effect of tenderness, 
squeezed my hand, and, drawing it fondly 
through his arm, repeated, in a voice c^ 
softness — ^^ Nay, then, you must again 
«nter this den of iniquity with me." 

Mr. Clifford thought proper to step 
on before us; and, doubtless, by some 
gesture which the miscreants compre- 
hended, silenced them concerning him- 
self: for all, and there were many, plead- 
ed ignorance as to how, or for what pur« 



pose, or by whose orders, I had been 
brought there ; insisting that their ladtei 
were in the country. 

^* Tell them, wherever they are," said 
the dear nian fiercely, " that Lord West- 
biuy and Mr. Clifford will make this ad* 
venture cost them dear; since, if money 
or infiuience can procure justice, this lady 
shall not want it. Even at this moment, 
did I not respect her too much, I would 
drag forth the harridans from the deepest 
of their own vicious retreats, and deliver 
them up to the laws/* 

He turned from the detested place, 
and, in leading me down the steps, first 
observed my poor wounded hand, by the 
light of the lamps. Hardly did all he 
bad siUfered himself cost him a severer 
pang than he then felt. When told how it 
had been thus injured, he inveighed bit* 
terly against the horrid women ; and in* 
f bted on going with me himself to the 
surgeon whose skill had restored him, 
that he might see my arm dressed. He 
li^ me a single moment, in spite of al( 



I^rould urge^ to send away his own coi^ 
and servants ; and theft dii^atcfaed hi$ 
> brother to get a hackney one. I under- 
Stood, in the short intervai, that he only 
passed through this cOurt> ia his w^y. to a 
i^oncert-room^ because one ^eet was fiill 
of carriages, and another blocked up. by 
paviours.— See on how slight an incident 
4epended vay deliverance I — ^My Lorc^ 
who from motives of respect to me, stUl iur 
fisting on taking Clifibrd with usf, now 
ascended the hackney-coaehi wberi^. he 
entreated to hear the history of my 
pHlevement. But surely no reproach 
could be so bitter as those appeals he 
continually made to Qiiford on the in- 
jmmanity, the infamy, of this procedure; 
iwhile, at the sam^ time, he guarded all 
|iis own expressions sfcrictly, that the in- 
ierest he took idight 01^ appear that of 
iiumanitys little. avTfM^e that, m hour b^ 
fore, his brothw had been very exactly 
jinformed, from, my omtu lips, of the tie 
^which bound our hearts together.— I mu3t 
|69Qf^ I ei||oyeds in spite oi my siffisi- 
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ing arm, a high triumph over Mr. Clif- 
ford ; who was obliged absolutely to stig- 
matise himself, or betray a secret which 
it was highly his object to conceal.—* 
How must that wami and generous feel- 
ing I had so passionately commended in 
his brother strike even him!— How low 
must he have simk in his own opinion !— • 
How abject must he feel himself in mine! 
—Then, to turn to the chosen of my 
heart, as my disinterested, noble, intrepid 
deliverer— Oh ! what a pride! what an 
overwhelming joy !— Where, where is the 
afl^ity between minds like these ?— and 
how came nature to bind them by blood ? 
—My Lord le£^>ed out of the coach, to 
explain himself first i o the surgeon ; and 
though I thought that his brother would 
hardly venture any further insult, it was 
almost too great an eflfort for me to stay 
alone one moment with him : yet I dared 
not awaken the suspicions of my Lord by 
detaining him. After sevefral vain e£fortk 
to speakf the crest'^&iUen wretch said-*- . 
Aftei: an injury so £lag]:aat,.Mad«n» 
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how poor an atonement is ah apology !— 
•Yet what other can I offer ?~You have 
found a generous way to impreiss on my 
mind the impropriety of my conduct; 
HOT will I ever give you further cause erf 
complaint." 

He has' words at command ; hut I 
«hall always consider his fine speeches as 
merely words. However, it was riot prii- 
ident to seem to do so ; and I, therefore^ 
icautiously replied — 

« I would not ascribe to myself. Sir, 
an undesen'^ed merit; and will frankly 
bwn, that, in the meanness of concealing 
your name, I rather considered Lord 
Westbury^s safety than yours. If recol- 
lection . has, indeed, inclined you to a 
better mode of thinking and acting, I 
shall rejoice in it for your own sake ; and 
rely on the assurance you have given me, 
that your persecution will end here." 
; -Good heaven! what a vindictive eye 
lias this man ! How did it measure nie 
in- an insolent expressive silence! I was 
jreadyta spryig out, of the. coach 'With 
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terror, ' when . my Lord appeared to lead 
me from it. Still respecting my repu* 
tatlon, he obstinatdy insisted on his bro- 
ther's company. The dressing my arm 
was. a dreadful operation^ as it was ab- 
solutely necessary to examine if any bror 
ken glass had lodged in the womids : but 
Mr. Burroughs informed me that I had then 
gone through the severest trial, and had 
only a tedious cure to expect. He further 
added, that I ought to congratulate my- 
self on having so well escaped from the 
effects of so rash a mancBuvre* Cheered 
by the voice of Lord Westbury, supported 
by his arms, what must the torments have 
been that I could not have borne pa- 
tiently ? I was complimented by all par- 
ties, I assure you, on my heroism : — Clif- 
ford, indeed, meditated every word and 
action with a gloomy and mortified air j 
and truly he made ^o very poor a figure, 
that I was not surprised he should do so. 
It was now late, too late to return to 
Craven-Hill ; and George, having at last 
idbjtain^d my Lord*;s permission, made his 
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kcape out of the coach, five yardsr from 
the surgeon's door, with much the same 
air a man would from the piDory. Lord 
Westbury bade the coachman draw up, 
while we held a council how I should be^ 
stow myself; and bs the attendance <rf 
Mr. Burroughs was indispensable,! judged 
it best to drive to your brother's, and 
there take up my abode for the present. 
This appeared to me the more judicious, 
as at such a juncture I could tiot exclude 
the visits of Lord Westbury, were I agaia 
at Craven-Hill. 

Great was the surprise of the Forres- 
ter &mily at my late visit in that maimed 
state ; but as such adventures as produced 
this injury are seldom repeated but to the 
disadvantage of the innocent sufferer, I 
thought it most advisable to say that I 
had been overturned in a hackney coach 
coming to town. Mrs. Forrester was 
very kind, and anxious for my welfare : 
but you know her busy inquiring tern* 
per, and can guess whether my tongue 
would have wanted, employtjient, coubl 
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she hsLVe known the oocurrences of th^ 
day. I was not able to close my eyes« 
from the pain of my hand; and the lauda* 
num which Mr. Burrcnighs ordered^ not 
being enough to make me rest^ eatirely 
disturbed me« I filled up my sleepless 
night with considering all that had passed; 
and my Lord's tiireots of bringing the 
vile women to justice alarmed me ^eatly« 
I receired a note from him vidry ^saiy^ 
with little xiiote than a tender inquiry 
for my health: but not doubting that the 
messenger would cali again in the eTeii^ 
ing, I prepared^ as well as I could, a scrawl 
against he came* In this I repanesented 
that the visits he bad paid me, however 
unobs^red and unknown he thought him* 
self, had, by the acknowledgment of those 
women, been the cause of the base at^ 
tempt and its consequences ; which alone 
wwild oblige me hereafter ever to deny 
him and myself so dangerous an indul* 
gence. I then afitreated, since, thanks 
to God and to himself, I had escaped, in 
the strong sense of the. word, uniixjiired^ 
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from those wretched women, that he 
would leave their^ punishment to some 
more exasperated sufferer, who had not 
the same guard to keep, respecting the 
esteeiQ of the world, dr by their means had 
wholly lost it. That in my dependent 
situation, it was of the first importance to 
be unnoticed ; and he need not be remind* 
ed, that fame and infamy are often mere 
casualties, and affixed by circumstances 
to the individuals who least deserve them* 
. He answered, and solemnly promised 
that his visits should always hereafter be 
regulated by my will; expressing many 
fond regrets, that he who would sacrifice 
his life to. save me fi*om sorrow, pain, or 
insult, had innocently exposed me to all 
those evils. He, however, differs with 
me respecting the treatment of those wo- 
men; offering many reasons why they 
should be punished by my prosecuting 
them for seduction only. The argument 
I use against this proceeding is the strong- 
est, he asserts, that can be urged in its 
favour; singe women, through an amiable 
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though eiifohfeous delicacy, were almost 
always averse to eicposing greater indig* 
nities in a public court, even to obtain 
justice: and many were soon so won 
over by the blandishments of vice, as no 
longer to* complain. " But you," he 
kindly adds, ** whose every thought, being 
laid before the world, could not call a 
blush into your cheeks, ought peculiarly 
to assert the rights of your sex; certain to 
obtain from a court of justice that admi- 
ratioh for your virtue and resolution which 
is feJt by the heart now addressing you." 
Could he have convinced me, the ftar 
that an inquiry i^buld bring his brother's 
share in the base transaction to lights 
would alone have determined me to allow 
all die parties to escape. However cogent 
his reasons, I therefore replied, that he 
must admit mme to bd conclusive in my 
wmcwi'y andi aptly Enough, I quoted 
Ihese lines of Milton — ' 

^Eor he 'who tempts^ thou^ in vain, asperses 
. Tlie jtempted with ^^hoQoor. foul } supposed 

Not incomiptiWfr of feith*-not proof 

Against temptation.*' 

VOL. II. P 
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I ' wa5) after t;hi^> obliged to give up 

my pen ; for my arm, though not the one 

employed, was greatly inflamed. I only 

yesterday gained permission; to write a 

Une. . . 

, r • . Adieu 



LETTER XUX. 
' to MRS. FORRESTER. 

« * 

Hanover-Square. 

I ONCE thought, my dear Amielial 
thtft^ to obtain an ea«y livelihood> we need 
only enttiviate and ^liipldy, to the utmoert, 
pur feoulties; noc oouU-theieiailfto^pi^ 
cure ns'the reoommeoidaticm' of the jildic^ 
tm». tBut, Bka^l so many tii^>rese^ cis^ 
miaitu^ oppose tite.mccesi; pf the most 
metivQ mindii, that haaidly ean thdise cooa^ 
|a$dled> to ^hoomrter the worid: faope^migr 
thing from their -own exertionsL: ' Frodi 
thQ first family I entered, under the iiaaiFest 
aus|)ice$9 I was ^cp^ledwith ignominy: 
from the next (ahi that^ dear nektl) 'self- 
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banished: and from the third — ^I know not 
what yet ; but foresee that my stay wiil 
not be long. — ^Why, why was I not early 
habituated to some humble trade? I 
should not then have allowed my heart to 
refine itself above its station j nor should 
I have had a chance of mingling with any 
but my equals. Not even pride can 
enough endear the bounded distinctions 
of dependent gentility, to recompense ub 
for its inevitable mortifications. If among 
those whom we approve and esteem we 
can scarcely find two tempers to whidi 
we, could with tolerable comfort sulnnit 
our own, how shall we bear the caprices 
of the next stranger, after having been 
sacrificed to those of the last ? Nor can 
we fail to dread even every unavoidaU^ 
change. 

Mr- Forrester, by addressing the curate 
4>f his church, obtained his recommenda* 
tion to Lady Austin, widow of the admiral 
of that name, and sole possessor of two 
very large fortunes, his and her own. She 
is likewise mistress over (for I cannot call 
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her guardian to) Mii^s Fermor, Sir God^ 
frey^s graouMaughter by a former wife. It 
is impossible to see Lady Austin without 
reverence: — ^A pale expressive counte- 
nance^ and fine figure, have every advan-^ 
tage which a plain and dignified mode of 
dress can add. Her manners give grace 
to agey and grandeur to decay : but, alas I 
externals are, in her, all ! Thus to im- 
press strangers is the sole business of 
her life. No coquette on a birth-night 
employs more pains at her toilette, 
than Lady Austin bestows there every 
day of her life ; and yet she has sense 
enough to perceive that she caimot hide 
the ravages of Time ; and, by giving way 
to fretfulness, allows his encroachments to 
reach even her mind. This Roman ma- 
tron garb, therefore, results fi*om despair^ 
and its propri^y is only accident. Pre- 
pared to revenge herself on those who 
have no share in her mortification, her 
descent fi-om the dressing-room is dreaded 
by the whole family^ and above all by 
Miss Fennor, whom both nature and for-^ 
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time have made the innocent victim of 
ber harsh caprices : in this poor things 
every thing offends. If she smiles, it is 
in ridicijde; if she weeps, she is jsulky: 
and ** who does she imagine will put up 
with these airs from a poor dependent ? *' 
If she answers these bitter taunts, how- 
ever modestly. Lady Austin wrests her 
words into some offensive meaning of 
which she never dreamed, and then cries, 
" Upon her word she gets much by hiring 
a governess to instruct a little pert minx 
to insult her benefactress! However, 
since her wit is so sharp, it may serve her 
for a livelihood ; since she very well knows 
that it is all her father left her." Ex- 
hausted at last, she often ends with re- 
proaching herself " for allowing a poor 
insignificant, whcmi she might banish from 
her sight with a word, to play upon the 
i^rftfrne^^ of her nature." 

You may judge how a heart like 
mine revolts at her injustice and meaur 
ness : I have not, hitherto, been the ob- 
ject of either ; but pannot hope long to 
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escape, however unoffending. When sh6 
leaves us, to tease some one else, my poor 
young charge bursts into tears and com- 
plaints. The misfortune of her birth she 
daily bewails, as it hinders her from seek* 
ing a livelihood. Poor child ! she envies 
even me, she says. Nay, the very domes- 
tics ; since they have a right to give Lady 
Austin warning, and seek a pleasanter 
situation. 

What a lecture had Amelia one day 
for having unwarily pronounced the word 
grandmother ; for, though Lady AustiA 
tyrannises only in that right, she disclaims 
all relationship to Sir Godfrey's grand* 
daughter. 

Miss Fermor already fdndly loves me ; 
and incieed well she may — since I fret at 
her fate almost as much as she does her- 
self. I have promised, if I can, to endure 
Lady Austin's temper for her sake ; yet 
she daily laments the certainty of losing 
me. I continually represent to her the 
necessity and merit of a patient submis- 
sion to the will of those invested with an- 
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lliority over us, ** Authority f * she sighfr 
ingj replies: " It is a heavy trial, if Lady 
Austin doeis not strain hers. God knows; 
I may be, as she calls me, undutifiil ; but i 
feel myself grow above such harsh . te^ 
bukes. What will be the consequence i 
know not ! " 

You cannot imagine what a sweet 
creature Amelia (for Mis5 Fermor is youjr 
namesake) is. She is just sixteen; yet the * 
girl is almost lost in the woman : and stiU 
her form is exquisitely delicate. Her ifeai 
tures are good, though not absolutely re* 
gular ; but her compl^ion is tinted like 
a white rose : and, as modesty is the cha» 
racteristic of her countenance, while sor- 
row is its habit, no human being can apt- 
pear more interesting. Her carris^e has 
a careless depression, expressive of her 
feelings ; and her voice a low sweetnessi, 
almost tremulous. Her temper id very 
docile, but her spirits too much rettueeiL 
ever to rise to vivacitj^r, even ouf^^ of the 
old lady's sight. As shfe ,never kept! any 
one governess long enough to form her 
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inind, and the chief gtudy of each has becii 
rather to overturn the, system of her pre^ 
decessor than to make the most of her pu- 
pil's ci^paeity, the mind of the sweet Ame- 
lia is a kind of wilderness, where flowers 
and weeds have sprung up promiscuously, 
A skilful hand might, in time, separate 
them; but I fear it will not be mine; 

for such a wretched home as this I can 

« 

never long endure. 

But to finish the description of a day; 
and, in one, of all I have passed here, — By 
the time we have dried our tears, put our 
caps on, and prepared in a stiff manner 
for a formal dinner, the bell annpunces it. 
A train of sycophant servants, in rich 
4aced liveries, surround a table CQyere4 
with a repast that might serve a corpo- 
ration ; though a little in the taste of the 
old court. Here we find son^e decayed 
Scotch ladies oi.faamilies as old as the 
creations at least if we may trust theii' 
own . accounts. Lady Austin is theif 
countrywoman, and affects their tone and 
manner so entirely, that to me their dis? 



L 



217 

course is almost unintelligible, I once 
discovered their subject to be educa* 
tion, and, with great deference, uttered 
a single sentence : but by the astonisli- 
ment I caused, doubted whether I had 
really spoken, or the footman behind me ; 
and from that moment I sat as mute 
as the chair I filled. Poor Miss Fermor 
never dares to speak, unless she is que- 
stioned; and finds even her workbag a 
resource. The evening generally brings 
Sir Archibald, the Colonel and Captain 
Duncannon, Mr. M^CuUen, and some 
other officers of her Ladyship's acquain- 
tance, whose &ces are as antique as their 
regimentali^, and both almost as much so 
as their pedigrees. They overwhehn Lady 
Austin with gross' adulation ; and when 
that copious subject fails, ransack their 
brains, or the court-calendar, for a train of 
family alliances ; till, losing their own ge- 
nealogy among the swarms of ancient 
nobeelity, pride has had kjp full dose, and 
avarice calls for the card-table to conclude 
|;he evening. 
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Do not imagine your poor C^ilia, 
however, is admitted to these splendid 
parties. No, my dear ! I regularly make 
my exit five minutes after the butler; 
and, hut for the solecism, should be glad 
to do it in his company, rather than fix 
the inquisitive eyes of the good ladies 
collected, for one moment. The long, 
long afternoon is wholly my own ; and I 
** have room for meditation even to mad- 
ness.*' The house is an immense clumsy 
mansion of the style of the last century — 
as if Sir Godfi^y had taken his enormous 
ship to pieces, and bestowed the timber 
in thick window-frames and lumbering 
cornices: while every ceiling and com- 
partment is stuccoed with as great a va- 
riety of ill-fancied devices, as good house- 
wives bestow on a Christmas-pie. Then 
each pannel presents you a daub which he 
called a picture : and while you are ga- 
zing on a sea engagement, you start on 
turning round to meet the gigantic repre- 
sentation of the knight, ready to knock 
you down with his tnmcheon. In these 
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apartments I hare free leave to wander, 
listen to the wind, and, survejdng the mo^ 
Humental marble chimney-pieces, fancy I 
see ^* the mangled Tybalt, yet but green 
in earth, lie festering in his shroud." If 
I wish to catch the sound of any voice 
but my own, I must hang over a staircase 
wide enough to turn a coach on ; and in 
the busy cheerful hum from the offices 
below, discern the happiness of being 
without sMLsibility or edncation. Books, 
Lady Austin mterdicts, unless of the useful 
kind; and, unhappily, I cannot find any 
amusement in the few which she allows us 
under that name. I fi>rgot to add, that 
there is not a possibility of doing, saying, 
or almost thinking, any thing which she 
does not know. She is troubled with that 
certain mark of a little mind, an insatiable 
curiosity ; which extends, not merely to 
her equals, but to her very servants 3 and 
that one is most in favour, who discovers 
or fabricates a cabal among the rest. Of 
course, hypocrisy, falsehood, and discord. 
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reign in the loWer regions here, as well as 
above stairs. 

Yet, while t3rrann]sing over Miss Fer- 
mor's peace, I can perceive that Lady 
Aus^ would gratify her pride, had she 
any. It is obvious that ^she intends one 
day to give the sweet sufferer consequence, 
and probably fortune. I gathered that 
she hereafter meant to marry Amelia to a 
Scotch peer, a cousin of her own. The 
acceptance of any husband, to extricate 
herself from such an insupportable bon- 
dage, will be, perhaps, the least of Miss 
Fermor^s errors and misfortunes. Alas! 
is this life ? Does all the pleasure of 
power consist in a cruel exertion of it ? 

The little history, of Mrs. Fermor mov- 
ed me much. Tormented, like her hap- 
less child, by Lady Austin, and addressed 
by a lover whose city extraction she was 
certain no merit could atone for in the 
eyes of her step-mother, she ran away 
while her father was on a cruise; who, 
on his return, adopted the prejudice of 
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his wife^ and renoanced her. In poverty 
and sorrow was her sweet babe bom; 
but that evil was softened by love^ Cap- 
tain Fermor was soon after ordered to 
the West-Indiesy whither his wife ac€om^ 
panied liim. A fever carried both off on 
the voyage ; and this infimt^ with a fere- 
well letter from his only child, was sent to 
Sir Godfrey. To do him justice, he re- 
pented. But, alas! he burnt not his 
will, which had, in his day of wraths given 
all to Lady Austin ! 



LETTER L. 



TO MRS. FORRESTER. 



ALAS, my dear ! I fear that I must 
wholly hide myself from Lord Westbury, 
and relinquish the pleasure on which alone 
I live — ^his letters^ They are too punc- 
tually delivered ; and Lady Austin has, I 
think, contrived to be present these three 
days. I dare not direct them to be kept 
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by the porter. till I come to dress; and 
it must be owned that so exact a cor« 
respondent would excite the curiosity, of 
a person less inquisitive. This morning 
her §pvere eye was on me, and I vainly 
struggled to conceal my pleasure^ my fisar, 
my blushes. If his messenger should uu* 
warily name who employs him, how gladly 
would her servants make a merit of ajdis- 
covery which their lady might construe to 
my prejudice. Should she intercept or 
open a letter — ^but surely she is above a 
meanness so contemptible ! Yet am I all 
tremor at the mere idea. 

The dull uniformity of this house has 
given way a little, on the arrival of Mr. 
and Mrs. Monro, a newnnarried pair : 
the fornifer is Lady Austin's nephew ; and 
it is supposed that he will be her heir. 
He is about eight-and-twenty, and mi^t 
well be termed handsome, had he not suf* 
fared seIf4ove to determine the cast of his 
countenance. His eyes are very dark and 
very bright : indeed, had I not seen Lord 
Westbury, I should say that they, were 
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the baiBKibMxnest in the world: He has a 
bounded understanding, with some ready 
wit, and an address insinuating beyond 
eicpression. While he says nothing of 
any importance, he knows how to give 
knportance to that nothing : and is some- 
times so agreeable, in spite of his own 
endeavours, that we wonder be can ever 
cease to please: but at this crisis, af- 
fectation takes place of nature, and 
saves every person of tolerable sense from 
the weakness of admiring him. There 
m^e, however, always exceptions : as, for 
instance, his wife, who, it seems, was dy- 
ing for. him ; and he daily makes her sen- 
sible that the folly was confined to her- 
self, since neither her intractable spirit 
nor jealous; temper can prevetit his seek- 
ing the tender friendship of every pretty 
woman whom he meets with* 

This pair, however, diversify the scene ; 
and that, to minds naturally active, is a 
point gained. Vivacity is at times more 
pleasant than fine sense, and much less 
liable. to disgust us. Yet Mr. Monro is 



ihrewd and worfdiy: — apt enough to 
laugh at all Lady Austin's absurdities 
Whenever she is out of hearing; which 
gives me a bad opinion of his heart* The 
foibles of age, and more especially of our 
relations, claim the respect of silence: 
but then he obtains the applause of his 
delighted wife, who mistakes ridicule for 
wit ; and even the subdued Miss Fermor 
gives him a melancholy smile. Indeed, I 
cannot wonder that any one pleases her 
who softens- the old lady's humour, or with- 
draws from her the irksome observation 
I have mentioned.. Mr. and Mrs. Monro 
inhabit this house only till their own is 
prepared ; and An^elia expects that hour 
with regret. Yet the mortifying conr- 
parison she cannot but . make between 
LadyAustin's conduct towards Mr. Monro 
and herself, would render him the obiect 
of aversion to a heart less generous : for 
he is daily held forth as a contrast in dis- 
position to the young sufferer; nor can 
any one presume to suggest to her Lady- 
ship that Monro's temper is unbroken by 
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the least contradiction^ and Amelia Fer« 
mor^s wounded every hour by tyranny. 
A mighty merit, truly, in Mr. Monro to 
seem good-humoured, when he has not 
the smallest pretence to be otherwise I 

In the company of these cousins, Ame* 
lia is sometimes allowed to visit, or attend 
a public place ; and in her absence I noW 
lighten the hours with portraying those 
whom yxm will, probably, never see : but 
this effort withdraws my attention from 
myself, or rather from that other self 
to whom my every thought so fondly 
clings^ 

How inattentive are women, when first 
married, to their own future prospects ! 
Happiness, at best, is but a transient emo« 
tion^^gone, as soon as felt: but in the 
ecstasy of possessing this sovereign good, 
bi^ides render it yet more evanescent. 
The softness and delicacy of the female 
character make tranquillity expected from 
women On even the most affecting oc- 
casions ! and how then must the men be 
offended, when they find their new-married 
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wives assuming, importunate, and capri-^ 
cious? Wedlock unveils the very soul; 
and all the habits of decorum, so painfully 
supported by some of our sex, then fre- 
quently relax at once. Mrs. Monro, with 
many valuable qualities, has this fault iu 
the extreme. Her husband is the sole 
object of her adoration. He has heard 
this till it wearies him, till he is even dis- 
gusted with what was once his only am- 
bition ' yet every time she repeats it, she 
grounds an imaginary claim on his in- 
creased regard. She sets no limit to her 
weakness. By her own account, she 
grudges every other woman the , mere 
pleasure of looking . at him. She haunta 
him like a shadow ; insists, on sitting by 
his side ; and, if he is far enough from her 
to utter a sentence which she does not 
hear, she demands aloud what it was, ^s 
if she questioned its propriety. Alas! 
what is all this but rendering herself a 
legal spy upon his actions, and giving an 
additional charm to those customs that 
win him from his duty ? She calls her con* 
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duct fondness, and good nature. Good 
nature is only useful to soften virtue; 
and fondness, when it reaches the lips, 
verges on folly. 

"ifSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSmSSSSm^^ 

LETTER LI* 
ID MRS. FORRESTER. 

DO me the justice, my dear, to own 
that I had discernment enough to foresee 
my dismission from Lady Austin's family, 
which^this announces. Yet, as more than 
related to myself occurred yesterday, I 
will give you its whole history. 

I was in bed when Miss Fermor (who 
had been at Ranelagh) came up to hers, 
which stands in the same chamber. I was 
not, however, asleep ; and, finding her un- 
usually silent, considered what could make 
her so. Observing that a fine glow had 
at once awakened and improved her 
charmsj and that neither her head nor her 
heart : was unoccupied, I now asked her 

Q 2 
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how sh^ did. She complained^ with A 
sigh, of the headache ^ which had deprived 
her of the pleasfire of attending Mrs* 
Monro to her own house, whither that 
lady was gone. I was soon engrossed by 
other thoughts, and the night passed away«. 
Lady Austin, at breakfast, proposed that 
as Amelia was to visit her cousin, and see 
her new house, I should ride with her in 
Hyde Park. My situation allows me not 
a negative, or nothing would have indu- 
ced me to enter her forlorn chariot, which- 
seems^ like my Lord Mayor's, all glass ; of: 
course those within it are odiously con- 
spi(^ous. During our whole ride the old 
lady turned. the discoiu^e, obtrusively, up- 
on myself, my family, my friends ; obliging 
me to give a precise account of my small 
iBheritance^ and seeking, assiduously, all 
those dis^igreeable, degrading topics which 
age and fortune seem to give persons of a- 
higher degree a right to inquire into. 
Knowing her catechising temper, this 
made little impression on me; and 
by affecting now to admire one shop^ 
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now another, I endeavoured to evade 
sach questions as most offended my feel^ 

Ings. 

At this very juncture we turned into 

Hyde Park ; where, as if on purpose to 
4isconcert me. Lord Westbury and a 
parly of gentlemen rode by. He bowed 
with the smiling air of polite freedom, 
jand, governed by his heart, (dear man !) 
checked his hprse ; but, happily for me, 
casting his eyes on the arms, and the an- 
tique owner, of the antediluvian carriage;, 
he rode on. Lady Austin inquired who 
be was. J named his title, and distiur 
guished him to hen She paused; then 
added — ^^ He is a very comely man." 
(Comely, my dear ! there is a praise for the 
graceful, lovely lord of my heart !) " See- 
ing him," cried the inquisitive old soul,. 
^ brings into my head a question I won- 
der I never before asked you — ^what sort 
of a body (for they tell me his wife had 
no rank) did he marry? — And pray 
what made you quit her ? " 

" Lady Westbury, Madam, is so wholly 
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unexceptionable in her conduct, that, had 
not the irregularity of her domestic ar- 
rangements affected my health, I should, 
probably, have remained with her till her 
lovely daughters needed my instructions 
no longer/' 

" So, your ill health obliged you to 
quit her ? — ^And pray how long since is 
that ? " 

^^ About three months. Madam." 

" Three months, is it ? What kind of 
a man, pray, is my Lord ? " 

" A situation like mine, your Lady- 
ship must imagine, would have left me 
entirely unacquainted with his character, 
but from some peculiar circumstances. 
Lady Sarah Monro, Lord Westbury's 
aunt, insisted that I should always accom-* 
pany her nieces when they visited her. I 
sometimes, therefore, saw my Lord at her 
house, and may venture to pronounce 
that he graces the rank he inherits : gene- 
rous in his nature, polished in his man- 
ners, elegant and condescending in his 
address.'* 
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^^ Condescending enough, truly ! " was 
her short, marked reply. A silence, which 
I had no right to break, ensued ; during 
which I remained the sole object of her 
contemplations. Now my features, now 
my clothes, now my person, engrossed 
her, O, how proud a heart have I ! Long 
accustomed to inspire confidence, esteem, 
respect, — ^to bear to my own little circle 
the assurance of innocence and dignity 
in my very aspect,— I rather, I doubt, 
held myself above than sunk beneath her 
haughty, insulting scrutiny. 

When we alighted the porter delivered 
me the expected letter. I knew the writ* 
ing. Lady Austin*s quick eye was upon 
me. I blushed ; and putting it, unopened, 
into my pocket, followed, to deliver to 
her woman some trifles of the dowager's 
that I had in my hand. As soon as we 
reached her ante-room, she threw herself 
into a chair ; and curiosity totally con- 
quering every other feeling, 

*^ Pray, Miss," said she, cooUy sur- 
veying me from head to foot, " how long 
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hwe you corresponded with a peer of the 
realm ? " 

" Madam ? " retmned I, overwhelmed 
with confusion in a moment. 

" The question is answered easily 
enough/' added she in a more forbidding 
manner — *^ How long have you corre- 
sponded with Lord Westbury ? " 

I thought I should have sunk at her 
feet. Recovering myself, however, I 
firmly inquired by what right she asked so . 
insulting a question. 

*^ Because, child, I know I^ord West* 
bury to have refined address enough to 
write $0 you, and elegance enough to 
endeavour to hide it." 

*•* It is very cruel. Madam, to pre- 
sume on that malevolence of fortune which 
throws me' into your power." 

" O ! I am perfectly convinced that 
I do not presume upon it. But, to bring 
this to a test, I require only the letter in 
your pocket." 

" No: your Ladyship must pardon 
mes my letters relate only to myself 5 
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they are my own ; nor need I take aay 
fiuch means of vindicating my character." 

*^ And this house, young woman, is 
mine; where I shall no longer keep a 
person whose conduct is so questionable. 
— ^Refuse to show the letter !-^A fine proof 
of innocence, truly. Can any sufficient 
reason be assigned for so improper a cor- 
respondence ? — ^Pack up your clothes im- 
mediately. Miss ; and find, in future, some 
patroness less observing; or take more 
care to hide your failings. I admit that 
you are a mighty genteel young body ; hut, 
as your talent seems limited to managing 
your own intrigues, I do not wish you so 
to accomplish Miss Fermor : to-morrcfwr, 
therefore, you shall leave her." 

I retired : but never wrote poet more 
truly than the one who said, 

'' Of all the griefs which harass the distrest, 
Sure the most bitter is a scornful jest ; 
Nor can Fate wound more deep a gen'rous heart. 
Than when a blockhead^s insult points the dart.'' 

Tears are supposed to flow only from 
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sorrow or joy ; but mine are as often ex- 
cited by anger and disdain. Much as I 
Contemned the poverty of Lady Austin's 
mind^ I felt, too sensibly, the insolence 
which her fortune sanctioned, and had now 
only to prepare for my departure. 

I was afraid that I should not be al- 
lowed again to see the sweet Amelia Fer- 
mor, and when twelve arrived gave her 
up. However, I soon after heard her 
coming softly into the chamber. I was 
not able to hide the vexation of my heart, 
though I had too much prudence to in- 
trust her with its cause. Sitting down on 
the side of my bed, she, in turn, soothed 
the irritated feelings of one who had often 
soothed hers. On learning that I was to 
leave her in the morning, she unwarily 
cried out — 

" Tliank heaven, then, I shall not long 
outstay you ! " 

I fixed my eyes on her with eager in- 
quiry. A blushing embarra£;sment became 
visible on her sweet countenance; nor 
was her gentle nature proof against my 
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request for an explanation : she only ex- 
acted from me a promise of secresy. Two 
hours ago I would not have given this for 
the world : but the compact between me 
and Lady Austin was broken ^ while that 
my heart had made with Miss Fermor re- 
mained still in full force ; and I persuaded 
myself that the conviction she must feel 
of the tenderness of my motives now for 
advising her, would give efficacy to my 
opinion. Could I, indeed, deliver up this 
sweet creature at once to the whims and 
severity of her old kinswoman, and the in- 
experience of her own heart ? I had no 
reason for apprehending that Miss Fer- 
mor had ever been led to a great error, 
and from the consequences of any little 
one it would be my delight, as well as 
duty, to save her. Again, therefore, I 
urged her to confide freely in me, 

" Nay," cried she, "I must break a 
promise if I do : but you have always 
been so kind to me, that I have not the 
heart to refuse. — ^I shaU greatly astonish 
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you. \\h»t do you think of my intendu 
ing to quit Lady Austin's protection, to 
live with my cousin George, and his 
Maria ? " 

** Good heavens! did Mrs. Monro 
make you, my love, this proposal ? " 

" Oh, no : she is not my own cousin* 
It was her husband.*' 

** Why, this will incense Lady Austin 
at once against you both for ever." 

*^ Ay ; but how will she know what is 
become of me ? " 

** Ah, poor child ! '* thought I, *^ here 
is a fine plot on both thy innocence and 
fortune ! Pray, when was this scheme 
first suggested ? " 

•* Oh|^ a fortnight ago ; but we settled 
it all only this morning. I pretended to 
have the headache, in hopes that my Lady 
would take you out with her, instead oi 
03te; and George had agreed to fetch me 
bimsetf to dinner* For once things feU 
out as I wished. He came sooner than I 
expected. How it made my heart acbe^ 
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when he went away, to be left behind^ 
in this dismal, rumbling house, while fa& 
and Maria are to live in a fairy palace T' 

** What, then, you are publicly to live 
in Mr. Monro's house ? '' 

^* No, to be sure ; for then my Lady 
would soon have fetched me back again, 
and been more strict than ever. You shall 
hear how we settled it. To be sure, I lead 
a shocking life here; and that George and 
Maria continually told me/ Indeed, I 
must say, that they have always endeavour- 
ed to soften Lady Austin : they have been 
quite a brother and sister to me. — ^Well, 
as we were at Ranelagh the other night, 
while waiting for the fireworks, the crowd 
parted me from the other ladies : cousin 
George, however, took the greatest care 
of me. He said I grew very thin ; and ha 
was quite miserable at seeing me so ; as 
well as at leaving me behind, when they- 
went to their OThi house* Indeed, no- 
thing, he added, but the fear of disobliging 
Lady Austin prevented their taking me 
with them. — ^'And what says my little 
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Amy t6 that ? * added he, squeezing my 
hand so kindly. 

" I answered, that * I should then be 
as happy as I now was wretched.' And, 
indeed, I spoke only the truth ; for it must 
be delightful to live with them both, 
surely. 

* Why, then, Amy, I have considered 
till I have found out how this might be 
done, without offending my scrupulous 
Maria. You can easily get out of the 
odious house you live in ; and I will con- 
vey you to that of a friend of mine, till the 
bustle of your flight is over. Maria can 
then fetch you, and we may all go down to 
my seat in Scotland together. You must 
assume another name till Lady Austin 
dies; and she may look all the rest of her 
days, in vain, for you. — ^Oh, how pleasant 
may this little project make the remainder 
of our lives ! ' 

*^ I burst, at once, into a transport of 
tears. He begged me not to make my 
lovely — ^yes, he said lovely — eyes red. 
He called me his innocent little cousin > 
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his sweet Amelia ; and squeezed my hand 
SO that I was ready to scream out. — ^Yet, 
oh, how sweet was it to be dear to some 
one in the world ! I wanted to talk the 
whole over with dear Maria : but he said 
that our party would suspect, if I spoke 
to her alone; and then Lady Austin 
might tax her with my fault, when I was 
missing ; and she was such a dear, parti- 
cular soul, that he was afraid she would 
tell the truth if it cost her her life- He 
dried my eyes himself; and said I must 
tell the party that I had been frightened 
by a rocket bursting close to me, because 
I looked so fluttered. Indeed he told 
this himself, for I should not have had re- 
collection enough ; but I did long to let 
Maria know how thankful I was for all 
her goodness. However, I was afraid that 
he would be displeased." 

Imagine what I felt at this artless re- 
cital from an innocent heart unconsci- 
ously warped. Miss Fermor's speech was 
interrupted by tears, and her cheeks 
glowed with blushes ever changing. 



240 

These, and her tremor of voice, told me * 
secret that doubled her danger. I saW 
she anxiously sought in my face my senti* 
ments on all she had repeated ; and there- 
fore, taking her hand, and fixing my eyed 
stedfastly on hers, I thus broke silence : — 

" Last night, my dear, I resigned that 
authority over your conduct which might 
inspire you with fear ; but I am not less 
the friend, beCause only the friend, of 
Miss Fermor.'* 

At so premeditated a beginning she 
shrunk, she trembled^ but, resuming all 
her natural softness, threw her arms rounil 
my neck — ^probably only to hide her sweet 
fkce from my observation. 

^* Remember,^' added I, " that if you 
think I love you, you must show it by 
your candour." 

" Indeed I have already done so," re- 
plied she with some alaml and perplexity. 

'^ Oh, my sweet girl ! did you ever tell 
me that you love Mr. Monro ?" 

She absolutely shuddered at a word 
which she, it is plain, had never ventured 
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to repeat to herself; and^ sinl^ng into a 
.chair> covered her &ce with her hauds^ 
faintly repeating: — 

" Good God! how did you know 
that?'^ 

" Indeedj my dear, I cannot say that 
I owe the discovery to your intention/' 
I seized her hand, but it now instantly 
shrunkfrorn'mine. I saw that all her fond- 
ness, her confidence in me, was fled ; nor 
knew I how to regain either. But my se- 
verity appeared as neces^^try as that of a 
surgeon, who must try the depth of the 
wound which he is anxious to heal. While 
she flattered herself the partiality by which 
her conduct was influenced was unknown^ 
that xnight seem to herself beyond the 
reach of censure. I struggled to draw 
her towards my bosom. — ** Th^^ bitter 
tiftars, my sweet young ^iend, and your 
disorder of mind, deeply affect me. I alo 
incapable of giving you one unnecessary 
l>ang. I truly, fondly love -you. Your 
fault is that of innocence only, and there 
^re motre dangerous. Love is^ in itself 
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Ao' crime; though cijpctuolstataces m*^ 
make it so. YoorS) my* Amelia,' is too 
artless to escape Mr.- Monro's ohsenra* 
tion.v 

She spoke not a word^ but lifted v^ 
herhs^nds and ey^ with a ^^ure there 
expressive- of terror than wotdi ceold 
have been. I resilmedr— 

^* Ah, my dear, that gentleMah:kno#i 
the world too well> aad yon know ittM 
little, for him to.be coistflken when so 
deeply intepestedl Now call up your.reso^ 
ii^on to survey a side Of the picture which 
yoH have not even fancied. Mr. Monm is 
inclined to gallaqtry^ I h»ve reason to 
be certain that he is so } and you mig}^ 
well awaj^n this dangerous indination itt 
a man^of nicer principles. It is* pktin that 
he infeinuatds himsdf into your confidence 
without uttering; .one^ i}^cMrd M4ii^ mif^ 
alarm your fears : he has easily discdvered 
his ii^uence over you> by your giviiig 
such implicit attention to his schcgpes^ 
but can the man indeed mean you wel}» 
who persuades you to fly from her oA 
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whom you naturally depend?— ^e quit 
the only heme which nature and fortune 
have given ybu^ Can h$ who would rob 
you, hy one stroke, (m which* t'ske* notion 
atjthb is to be an invisible agent,) offer- 
tuiiif^.fiiends, name, and perhaps honour, 
mean you well ? He leaves you no re- 
Hance on earth but himsdf, and has it not 
hi his power to become your proper one. 
Mrs. Monro idolises her husband even, 
fts you must adoic^Iedge, to a folly. Vat 
from #ishing you to take.this step, she, I 
am apt to conclude, will defeat you for 
seeking the protection of a man who, 
Ae will too sooti' learn, lovto you. In- 
deed, my dear, I cannot suppose that she 
has ever wished it. She could not, fti such 
a case, have authorised the indelieafcy of 
his maddAg the' proposal ; n^i^ woiild she 
meanly Ijrtfre 6<m^t to appear ignorahi 
of whttt irfie must, at least, have und^^ 
stood. This dangerous, this arfful pro- 
ject has nothing feminine in it ; and is 
rather Mr. Monrd';^ own.^- 
V '' Ob, if so, how should I hate him ! '' 

r2 
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'' Iiidfied! Think it no, then, xayjtwe&t 
gk\, for your own sake. I have yet consi^ 
dered only what you would lose : now let 
us see whast he would gain by thus reducmg 
you to an al^ect dependence on himsdf: 
AIm ! i9ight he not soon tax your gratitude 
for a recompense I>ey6nd the value of any 
o]i>ligation ? perhaps^ too, at the very mo* 
nquent when Lady Austin's resentment 
shall bestow cm him the whole fojrtune in 
which she certainly means^ at present^ yon 
should be a sharer i " .*..'. 

^^ Oh) Qo^he cannot be such a mon- 
sterl" 

'^ My love for you may ^make me too 
severe in my judgement.** 

I (houg^t> as her apostrophe has served 
every girl in love from the creation, to ihs 
prei^ent hour, that it was wiser to appear 
to give it weight, thap rendei: myself odi* 
ous by treating it with ricticule w con* 
tempt, and therefore passed on. to more 
important considerations. 

" Let us now take into view >?h|it the 
advantages are which you would gain by 
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gtvhig up these:— not liberty; for yoU 
TTouM dread appearing in the world, lest 
you should encounter the insults of some 
former haughty acquaintance : — ^not peace i 
while yotir life would be embittered by a 
passion you dared not indulge, and which 
would be wrought almost to madness, by 
the solicitations, tears, and threes, of that 
presumitig lover, against whom you could 
then no more shut your door than your 
heart. What torture must such a life be ! 
Nay, should he, either from remorse or 
wearinessj give up the purroit, the world, 
the cruel world, will allow him fiiU credit 
for success. But how, if once in such a 
situation, can yon resist? Never wrote 
poet more justly than Otway, who says — 

* And if you yield he certainly forsakes you,* 

^* Withdraw, then, your fancy from 
tJhe" images with which love and Monro 
have filled it, and contemplate those which 
prudence now presents to you. Ah, what 
are your present sufferings, unembittered 
by self-reproach, to those you must then 
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eiidiu:e> in lonelmess^ jealouay, sfmei^ 
Nor vriU you, perhaps, be spared the bife* 
ter aggravation of poverty. Lady Austin 
is not; young; her infirmities will not al« 
low her to live long ; a few weeks, months, 
pr^ at 'most, y6ars, will put you in pos* 
session of all that you dm wish, without 
]leavi|ig,any o^e a ri^t to tjrnmnisie over 
you } but the tyranny of a guilty cxMiadenoe 
wil) embitter, your whole life, and give a 
thou^afid hpjerors to the hour whenyott 
must resign it. Oh, my interesting, in* 
jiocent Amelia! -my very soul bjteeds over 
you. Lat me have the relief of hoping 
thiM; I may, hereafter, see you the wife of 
a lover mofe desarving ; and of secrecy 
saying that it was my attachment to Miss 

Fermor, and her confidence in me, which 

. ... 

assured to her this peacefid lot, this shin* 
ing fortune." 

liad you seen the flood of tears wl^db 
a combination of ideas arising fi:om her 
fate and' my own drew firpm my eyes, you 
woukl rather have thought me the adnio» 
nished than the admonisher. 
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either a wife, or hup^yl '' cried i^iiijarti- 
(Meigiy. ^' But thmi^ I e»&m>t Moid 
Qiiseiy,, I 109^ ^ttilt — ^Wfa^ £ibaU I get 
tkis kicnd.piiitauie^m mym^ "^ 
- AtiHnifaaid.iteheniest 
fliie gb.v« orie raliier hdigh^^Diied tlton ex^itaK 
guBBfaod mjs fsaf s^ by proviag the esooess 
^liiatunsipniirhich thus: wrought up faet 
feeling. The Terjr; promjbsies I obti»lie4 
frdm her ipriiigb t>bviDauljr« . Ji^oh)^ front 
love than reason. I now lamented hav« 
htg>no longtk: the power of mippartiiig my 
pdnGB.bjr my pMseaqer y^U wl\en I re* 
coUected'Ibe datager .to m^adUf> of hee imrt 
id^ -whit^tiiidarnQr dan?, I hahlLy couJd 
«gi)et tfalte ; siidd^d^ l^idiig lip |n|r;«iQ^ 
ployment. .- » 

l^aie and. musefahle ifinpii^ we both 
Joeked, after oar slsepless 'mf^i. /.Our 
lotfrtiag) embraces laaiwit^ oAr te«r6*--r- 
^ Thou, OiGhA, wskkcittist hmxdile-th* 
stvmigi SBdndsenp the wedk,' be thisrsweet 
ffirjPb! support! " cried. I with fervour.-^ 
^> Give iuer fortitude beyond fal&r years (in 
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the cMse of virtue, and ndi n rec6Bi« 
pense as virtue merHs ! '' 

I 

' The doene yet liv€S he&Kte me, and ^ 
lilQdt supercedes my own misfertunes. I^ 
though miserable e&ottghi laiftw 'where ta 
ind a^fKendy whoM open arms wo«ki|oy* 
iiidy enclose me, and £mn whose heart 
mine might siiU catdi warmth. Anneiia 
Fermor, made up of beauty, hmoceiffie, 
tad^sensibiMty^bom to conie(]pience,^.|>er<- 
h^ title, liad. not one r^ comfoiter to 
flyio. . . .; . ' ' 

I was qbhged to send (by the posi) 
H^ letter, yesterday, to my Lord^ chargfaiy 
him to write no mdre till he hears fi'om 
JEne« Had. I not^ done so. Lady Austin 
wtottH pe^pi ha^e got bk letter of: io* 
day. 

I perceive^ with infinite vexation, that 
I^ teive lost the wartn good^wiU of the ¥w^ 
•Testers t the peotdnrity of^iny; tws and 
^fe^lings nifi^c^siit >iii^posi$Me tyit«Iahautd 
account to thkn ior^iiiy short stay in each 
family I have been with. I am obKged 
to understand that they think nie aii illh 
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tempered) capricious girl, who cannot en* 
dure the inevitable compliances of a su^ 
<irdinate situation. — This is among my 
many, many trials ! i 

Should Lord Westbury apply to you, 
I charge yxm know nothing of me at pre* 
sent ; he is only your palfon-«*^I « am 
your friend ;^^there is no oompetitipn ii^ 
the claims* 

I am almost. tempted to seek a situa* 
tion in some other country. — ^To live in the 
place with hnn whom I love, and constantly 
to deny myself the least indidgence>— -it i« 
more than humanity dare promise : and^ 
c^, if I once relax he will know all hi^ 
pomrer ! Ah, sweet Amelia Fermorj what 
efficacy would my opinion, perhaps, have 
with you, did you know how exactly my 
own conduct is governed by it ! — But I 

« 

will have courage as well as patience ; the 
iwo most essential virtues, and &r the 
most difficult ones, to your 
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TO MRS. FORRESTER. 

** WRrili what yoTi will, so you do 
but write." Ah, no, niy dear ! those com- 
plaints against fortune, which ffll up thi^ 
melancholy c^hasm in my life, would 
weary you, were I to repeat them, — ^per^ 
haps would disgrace myself.- Alone iri 
the busy world, nothing interests, nothing 
Engages me — ^Lord Westbury only.-*« 
iTes, dea:r but idle dreams form the ^ittl# 
pleasure of my solitary days. But, hx)'w* 
ever interesting to myself these waking 
illusions may become, I ani quite 'sensible 
that they cannot have the same ch^lrmil 
for you. 

Why, Amelia, will you be so quicfct 
sighted ? I shall allow you to ent^r ottljf 
inta those feelihgs which I communicate; 
not to follow my heart through all it con- 
ceals. Y^s, it is too true that I some- 
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times call back time ; ^fancjr myself the 
companion of his childhood; talk withfakn^ 
3ing mth him^hear him. Ah, had my &ther 
^een the man chosen to educate Lord 
Westbury, what had been my fete ? Aias» 
^iiia]is too happy! I might, like hi6^ 
wife, have ere this known the misery of 
/e^iitliying his a^Section; for I fear that love 
\b as often extingnii^ied by over care as neg- 
lect.; and, whatever my fete is hereafter 
$10 prove, I think tlmt I can never know a 
worse. My heart sinks hourly at the 
thought of his forgetting me. How should 
«n obscure young creature, dep^ident 
«iid wandering, hope forever to attach a 
WXEL who is embosomed among the plea- 
«iires, and in the habit, of self-indulgence? 
Ob, let in£ turn from the fearfiil appre- 
hension ! — ". that way madness lies !" 
Yet would a heart so licentious be worth 
j> serious regret? Alas! the value of every 
human good is perhaps chhnerical ; and if 
I fency the heart of Lord Westbuty to be 
, my only treasure^ a monarchy in having 



his diadem torn from him, eould lose q6 
^ore. 

Thinking ever of me when you write, 

you give me no news of yourself, your 

^mily, your new home, or the society ft 

affords . you. Do you ever go to Arling^ 

.ton ? — " Write what you will, so you dio 

ibut write." I .repeat your own wordg^ 

but with much more propriety. Yonir 

days cannot have the vacant umfbrmk;^ 

,of mine. Your delight in your childrei^ 

the Kttle cares of your ^house, the tender 

attentions necessary towards youi* hus^ 

.band;, together with those hours you both 

,«teal from your own happiness, do bestow 

on the afilictions of others— all ti^sne 

supply that busy v^iety which makes tfar 

present houl!3''cleli|^tfii]j and the r^cd^ 

lection of the past a comfort. 

Your :life is fiUed up with love, witJi 
friendship, innoceilice, and peace*-— What^ 
then, is mine ? Ah ! I reprove myself <ai; 
once, my dear^ for the unconscious meanr 
nes/5 pf eptimerating your enjoyments 



but to aggravate the wants of my heart. 
Oh, no ! continue to describe, with your 
usual beautiful simplicity, every domestic 
scene, assured that nothing which interests 
you can be indifferent to me. 

I have not the claims to felicity which 
she may fairly make, who has always been 
an example of propriety; whose tenderness 
was guided by duty, and is hallowed bjr 
inatrimony ; who, with true dignity, has 
bounded her wishes to her fortune ^ and, 
in the improvement of that, onlyjobtained 
a power of e:^ending those generous 
wishes. 

Write me all, then, my Amelia; and 
let me find a resource in your enjoyment^ 
against the languor of wanting such, and 
being without a taste for any other. 
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TO MRS. FORRESTER. 

Twickenham. 

AN unexpected recommendation has 
rdliei^ me from the weight of my own 
thoughts, ahd given me a chance of im* 
proving my impaired health, at the beau-*- 
tiful retreat of General Vere. It is ahnost 
'a terrestrial paradise ; the gardens slope 
down to the Thames* side, in velvet ver- 
dure 5 and are, though not large, laid out 
exquisitely. That translucent river spreads 
to a noble breadth here, and a famBy of 
swans and cygnets people- the sedge op- 
posite ; while the tall trees of Ham Walks 
enrich the scene. Further on rises Rich- 
mond Hill — 

** Shade above shade, a woody theatre 
Of stateliest view ; which to the hearfinspires 
Vernal delight and joy, able to chase 
All sadness but despair/' 



And thesb. sweet scenes- do iAdeed 
revive in my: soul somd of those cheerfiil 
feelings which time, sotittide, confinem^it, 
love> and grief, had wek nig^ exttBguisbt 
cd* I was r always ftmi: of the coimtryj 
and this is^a choiBen ^»ot. The seats, gam 
dens, nay, the very wo<>ds and fidds ap» 
peairtohaye been artanged with a reference 
to gaaerd as well as appropriate beauty 
and cxmvehience, insmimch that selfish* 
isess seems lost in philanthropy. 

Miss y ere is a great wklker ; and, cold 
•s it ts, whenever the weather favonrs, we 
ttroll. about for hours : nor are we singu^ 
lar ; since this* is among the few places, 
in the neighbourhood of London, wherd 
a fine lady may use her legs witliout shocks 
}ng; her acquaintance. We often, meet 
parties of bdites and beaux^ the latter o£ 
whom always either please or displease 
me, as I find them more or less like Lord 
, Westbury : yet so wholly does he occupy 
my mind^ that, as my favourite song says-^ 

" Every face that I see has his air; 
Every sound that I hear is his voice." 



Apropos — ^I am rapidty imprbTing^ 
6n the harp. It is an elegant instrument^ 
and Miss Vere plays prettily. Her mas- 
ter is dek{^al ; and, finding me afareaify a 
musician, takes some pains to render me 
a profiotent. Ybu see, that, occupied as 
my heart i.s, I still endeavomr to cultivate 
my talent. It is, I hope, only a vulgar 
observation, that ladies, however fond <!^ 
music before marriage, generally renomiM 
it afterwards. For my own part, I am 
persuaded that I could as soon forget my 
husband as my harpsichord — and that 
chiefly because I was a wife-<-for I should 
be as anxious to amuse his fancy as to 
touch his heart. It is astonishing h<m 
many married women, who do not cease 
to be good, cease to be agreeable. Busy) 
imifinn, exact in the discharge of every 
duty, they forget that pleasure is a Tola* 
tile charm, and ^rings chiefly from triflei»; 
What, but the love of variety, renders so 
many good wives deserted fo*r faithless 
mistresses? Surely the woman^ then, is 
to blame, who abates nothing of her coiv 



v« 



«37 

86<][iience to secure her happiness. Too ih-^ 
Solent to keep alive passion, yet too affeo 
tionate to be content With esteem, how 
many of our sex spend their lives in ar- 
raigning the £aAe they have made for them- 
selves ! It is true> that> in all important 
pointi^ the heart will follow, and be go^ 
vemed by, it-s own feelings : nor would 
conformity be then a merit f but in trifles 
it often is amiable. How flattering must 
it be to the man of your choice to feel 
himself the second principle of your ex* 
Lstence4 — ^to know that his tastd" guides 
yours in books, dress, and amusements i 
Complaisance of this kind touches at once 
the heart and the vanity so ddicately^ 
that it is never lost. 

A noble conduct^ in the greiat trials of 
life excites esteem, delight, admiration j 
but is without any referential merit, as it 
must ever be the exertion of natural cha* 
racter. Virtue will perhaps assume too 
dignified a mien, if unaccompanied by the 
graces ; and n^ver can that charm, li]ce the 
unassuming sweetness which^ witiiout as- 

TOIn II. s 
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i$erting a smg^e claim, seems otdjra de- 
lightful reflexion of the heai^ beloved. 
Tenderoefis often springs fiK)mTn^e trifles: 
it is, perhaps, longest sustained t^ thM». 
This mode of exciting interest is almost 
peculiar to our sex ; yet great is ihe re- 
compense it insures. There is a ^onBoi- 
onness of superiority in the most ecjuttaUks 
men; allow that, and ihey will grant yva 
every Hm^. Perhaps, in the very^act of 
yielding, yon ohtain an advantagfe whidb 
titey would, otherwise, constanlSy contest 
with you : for I have frequditly ^hs^rred, 
that m ninds hot ungenerausiy tnriaed, if 
mie coBki resolve to give up a single 
pomt in an arginnent^ the other yielded 
alL 

How insolent iis this in me, who am 
Ofiiy iobkifag over Ihe ^me in whidli y<Hi 
take so active % p^ ! . . Would one. not 
tlunk I niher supposed tiiat I was writ** 
ing to the world than asi mdiViduatf 

I know how you ^ill %e pleasisd to 
see my ijiaracter recover, though oaif 
in a slight degree, its natund tm^. 
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t «hafl reserve a further pccouat ^ 
the fproily I »m with, for st future letter* 

Yours, &c. 

LETTER LIV. 

* - . * 

,. TO MRS. F0RRESTJER. 

YES, my dear ! you shall have the 
proinised sketch of this family ; acwi a cu- 
rious one you will find it. With whom 
5halllbegia? Oh! Madame la Maltresse^ 
without doubt ! General Vere*s Lady is, 
then, between forty and fifty; afiects ^ 
handsome gravity, and a frigid complai- 
sance. She appears to have rexipuAced 
the world, and become a devotee: yet 
there is an ostentation in her piety, and a 
method in her faults, to which people lfys§ 
^^Uonn cannot reconcile thCTCi§elyes. At- 
tentive, to precisex\ess, to her ch\u:ch du- 
ties s surrounded now by devout clergy- 
men, ^cwi now by objects of cpmpa^sion^ 

s 2 
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goodness seems to be the only business of 
Mrs. Vere's life : but I am much mistaken 
if she would pardon your forgetting to 
think it so. Cafd-playing on a Sunday is 
her horror, as well as mine ; yet I hardly 
think the time better spent in arraigning 
our thoughtless neighbours; while con- 
scious that a shrug from her is mortal to 
a reputation, and a word leaves a man . 
without a character. Nor does she ap- 
pear to me to be sparing of either. 

The general is a gouty veteran, 
who, perhaps, was once a good soldier; 
and now lives upon the credit of his past 
'- actions. He fights over one battle or 
other, and sometimes all, every day ; and 
constantly expects the same expression of 
astonishment at manoeuvres which we now 
know as well as himself. I really believe 
that he has repeated his bombastic ac- 
count of his exploits till he thinks it true : 
and one doubtful glance is a mortal of- 
fence in his eyes. Let any other subject 
than a military one occur, and he is kind, 
open, and unsuspecting, as an infant. 
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The most importiant aifairs T)ass him with- 
out attention ; of course, devolve on his 
lady, who is alive enough to employment 
of that kind. He is sufficiently liberal to 
all who study his humour, and a hearty 
friend to the bottle. For his wife he en^ 
tertains so profound a r^^spect, that h^ 
leaves to her all care of himself and for- 
tune; and for his daughter has so fond 
an indulgence, that from his lips she never 
hears a denial/ That young lady is the 
most difficult to be understood of the 
ihree. Though only fourteen, she is sullen^ 
cool, and shrewd, in her temper ; indolent 
in all that relates to her education; yet 
tinctured with a piety so rigid, that it 
almost amounts to bigotry. Her faults 
are positive ; her virtues, on the contrary, 
negative : yet she already knows how to 
manage both her parents, and will do only 
whatever happens to please herself. 

I have now learnt enough of the world 
to follow its lead where I innocently may, 
and, hy complaisance, avoid offending. 
To avow sentiments contrary to my own. 
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where my opinion is demanded, t^ould b^ 
an unworthy dissiitiulation ; but to decide 
my whole he^rt, unasked^ as erroneous a 
sincerity, In a word, silence is often an 
^v^ntage to us, and seldom an injury; 
for, though it is very difficult to Add to our 
friertdSj it is easy to avoid increasing our 
enemies; which is ijertainly the second 
lultantaig^. 

A prudeiice so guarded, of course ex=* 
tends only to my general connexions j 
for, when I speak of the soul, mine is in 
jny 6yes : I would, in vain; suppress • the 
dangerous sincerity, L6ve and friend-? 
ship, those Sacred bdftds of society, rise 
to my sight in the persons of Lord West-? 
bury and my Amelia ; who are so truly 
the inhabitants of my heart, that they ever 
throw some of its warmth into my words. 
Even as 1 write I feel the ex<|uidte emo-. 
tion. The very repetition of those names 
difluses through my frame that tremulous 
sensation which reason aiid nature com-» 
bifie in forming; that soul-expanding 
sQjftnes$;j which is in its delicacy the fkst 
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charm in this life, while its elevation 
proves our pretensions to a better. 

Although not so wholly excluded irom 
society here as at Lady Austin's, I do not 
find it easy to blend with either of two 
sets who frequent General Vere's table. 
The subalterns whom he once command- 
ed, find it, perhaps, necessary to obtain, 
by a devoted respect and the talent of 
eternally listening, a hearty welcome and 
a doubtfiil patronage. These, however, 
I pity, though I do not esteem^ But what 
shall I say of the full*blown priestly pride 
of Mrs. Vere^s fi*iends ? The clergy who 
$urround her, have the courage to exact 
an attention which the hardy veterans 
deign to sue for. Oh, my dear ! it is 
now only I know in what a strsnge way 
men of letters and merit sometimes dis-^ 
grace their holy profession. I have been 
told that censoriousness is tlie characterise 
tic of old maids ; but, believe me, they have 
uo exclusive claim to the odious failing. 
Did you listen but one hour to the tales 
which half of Mrs. Vere's pious firiends 
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repeat about each other, you would agree . 
in opinion with me. These, with laboured 
oblique panegyrics on themselves, tedious 
disquisitions on livings, complaints of 
those .they possess, and wishes for those 
they expect, make Up almost the whole 
of their conversation. The profound at- 
tention of Mrs, Vere causes her to be 
considered by her own set as little less 
than a saint : but, alas ! how far are they 
from being entitled to confer that distin^- 
tion 5 : and how low, how very low, does 
she stoop to obtain ^t ! Yoir know too 
well my reverence for a function which 
my father filled with such propriety, and 
your husband ornaments, to suppose that 
I would say what is not a fact : but indeed, 
my dear, this is no amplification. And 
what added to my disgust was, that not 
one of these irreverend divines was either 
poor pr unprovided for : not one of them 
wanted kQowledge to give dignity to the 
doctrines wiiich they have undertaken to in-» 
culcate ; and could they individually con** 
quer the littleness of seLfrlove, each mighl 
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become a worthy servant to Him "through 
whom alone they can see salvation." 

What will yoa think, when I tell you I 
am already apprehensive that the pleasant 
situation I am in will ;^ot be permanent ? 
It is almost absurd to inform you why. 
But I was born Jo be the wretch of feel- 
ings too refilled for my condition : could 
I reduce mine to the level of those who 
surround me, what anxious hours might I 
escape! 

There is in General Vere's family a 
young man of the name of Birch, who, 
without any decided rank or employment, 
seems to be all in all with every body. I 
hsive been told, that in his boyish days he 
was a private soldier in the GeneraFs regi- 
ment ; and, having had the good fortune 
to bring him when wounded off the field of 
battle, has ever after continued about him. 
It is certain, the plea of bad health ob- 
tained Mr, Birch his discharge when Ge- 
neral Vere quitted the service ; and it i^ 
Jikewise certain, that he not only eiyoys 
very good health, but a vulgar glowing 
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kind of beauty, with a most dauntless a^ 
surance. I had not been a wedc h^e 
when he tocJc it into his head to pretend 
that he had fallen in love with me. As 
he, and all below him, think this a conde- 
scension on his part, every domestic fa- 
vours Birch's gallantries > and if I am un- 
lucky enough to meet with him either in 
the house or garden, we are alone in an 
instant. Imagine how ple^ant bis illite- 
rate compliments and coarse gallantry 
must be. I am not naturally haughty nor 
severe, and have told him ov^r and over, 
that I have not a heart to dispose of; nor, 
if I had, should perhaps bestow it on 
him. He, however, is not to be repulsed \ 
but, persuaded that a bold and persevering 
lover will sooner or later succeed, he 
grasps my poor hands, notwithstanding all 
resistance, and sometimes makes ^vances 
to greater familiarity. 

Why was I born, why wnf; I bred with 
so high a sense of delicacy and propriety ? 
My heart swells with indignation at the 
vulgar importunity of one^ in mind ^ 
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. Wholly beneatli me. Is this a rival-^^M f 
that word sharpens another thorn ran* 
kling ki inj heart; Never since I left 
Lady Anstm^ have I iseen or heard of 

- Lord Wcstbury. You will tell me, that 
be only compiles with my desire.-— Ah I 
if he iored as I do^ vain were all sqc^ 
desires: I could have traced him to the 
irerge o( the globe. This c(^d, this exiact 
Obedience offends and grieves me, Per- 
baps he already looks back with astonish- 
ment on those hours when he swore 
eternal feath, with an ardour so affect* 
ing--^perhapS3 Already relapsed. -^ Alas, 
my dear ! pity, rather than blame^ the ex- 
cesses of a soul too tender for its peace, 
and pardon a mean jealousy which, pu- 
nishes itself. 

I am concerned to find ^hat you have 
no agreeable society in jrour new resi- 
dence. To you, who now first quit all 
your early coiniiexion&y this must be pe- 
culiarly displeaskig. / severely sytnpa-. 
thise with you, who know so weH the 
t6diousnesib of solitude^ for solitude has 



long been my hard fate in the midst of 
society. 

tlow gay, how brilliant, is the colour- 
ing of childhood ! No scene, however su- 
perior in. real beauty, ever charms or 
engages you like that where the mind 
first expanded. Our country claims . our 
birth : but the spot we are bred in, is the 
little country pf the heart. Alas ! that 
local partiality, perhaps, should be ascribed 
to our own inexperience. We knew not, 
hi our early days or recollections, the 
cares that, to most of us, embitter know- 
ledge ; nor did the objects within, with- 
draw our attention from those with- 
out. 

This justly celebrated spot delights 

not me like those wild walks round Win- 

* 

cfiester, where we Have so often rambled 
while settling the important point of what 
caps we should adorn our dolls with, or 
what ourselves. Nor has fancy, assisted 
by expense, ever formed a vista so pleas- 
ing to my taste, as that from the great 
door of the cathedral across the church* 
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yard. How often have I seen the Gothic 
gates thrown open, and, through the long 
perspective, heard the organ sound ; while 
my thoughtful eye, on either hand, sur- 
veyed new-made graves and mouldering 
tomb-stones! 

" Sad luxury, to vulgar ^ninds unknown/' 

I can easily suppose that imagination, 
which ever magnifies, has strengthened 
the impression on my mind: and were I 
now to revisit the spot, I might find little 
to admire ; for with this idea recurs that 
of her who knows so well how to give 
charms to every scene. We shot up there 
together, my Amelia ! and, imbibing from 
affection the characters of each other, our 
minds, manners, nay features, and style of 
dress, assumed a similitude. 

These recollections cannot fail to in- 
terest you, since they present the hus- 
band of your heart as a young collegian. 
1 have not forgotten your blue ribboni^, 
\VhiIe meditating this fortunate conquest j 
nor yet "the little feeling you both had -far 
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me, "when oisr ivaHcs ware » iiiimercjiKilJ|r 
prolonged* i have an eipcelient memory 
iar the pleasures of life, and perhafMS too 
^uick a one ior ks evils. Qh, Lord West- 
^myl under which head vmsi I class 
you, who now seem to unite both ? 



LETTER LV. 
TO MRS. PORRESTER. 

HOW mortifying is it that we cannot 
place the benefits which the great ar^ 
.pleased ijiow alid then to confer, to the 
.acpouut of generosity ! That godlike 
rq^ality seems mostly to fix her residence 
in the hearts that can feel, but not dif- 
fuse, her influence : whUe pride, ambition, 
.ostentation, by turns assume her name, 
.and are permitted to bear it. Mankind, 
doubly Mnjusjfc, take pleasure J(irst in can- 
celling obligation by their €ondx;icjt^ j^nd 
then in phaxgiwg Nthppe >whpm they feaye 



071 

The rage for distinction that fie^oos, in 
this age> to infect die whcde world, must 
•be astonishiiig to the rational few. Each 
individtial \%y by some fancied mei*it, ex- 
^dted in seitf-opimon al>ovse the circle he 
lives in : each studies how %o deliver down 
with iclnt to posterity, a name i\4iich 
onust, while the owner yet exists, be con- 
fined to his owii set ^ and, when he dies, 
will probably only be found on that ter- 
r&Ie memento of human vanity and in- 
£muty, a tomb-stone. IncompreliensiWe 
weakness 1 which would almost persuade 
n% that we are surrounded by beings, 
who expect m death annihilation, not 
judgement and reward 5 and therefore 
seek to' establish in this world a poor 
sdf-^erected reputat]<m. Yet while I am 
thus sevw-e, dare I conclude my own cen>^ 
A>riou$ heart to be free from the foible I cgdl 
univeri^l? Ah, no: Lord Westbury and 
Mrs. Forrester form my little world, and 
for 4h<»r admiration I labour as indefati- 
gablyasM^^s.Gra«villefe^thatof the age» 
f j9ut who,'* m^thinks you cry, ** is this 
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high-minded lady?" Softly , my dear ! yoa 
shall hear in due time. 

It i$, however, certain that I have al* 
ready left General Vere*s ; but you w^ 
soon leam, that I was hardly a party con^ 
cemed in my own dismission. 

A few days after I last wrote. Miss 
Vere's total negligence of her duty to 
herself, made it absolutely necessary that 
I should find fault with her. I saw the 
little dignity of the little lady took fire ; 
and, as soon bs she. well could, she left the 
music-room, where she and I usually sit 
in the forenoon. Knowing her will to be 
almost the law of the femily , I did not 
check or follow her : bat she could scarcely 
be up the stairs, when in bolted that im- 
pertinent Birch, whom I mentioned in my 
last. He persecuted me with his ^< sufier* 
ings for my sake;'' was more prolix, 
more vehement, more insupportaible than 
ev6r« I once again repeated what I 
Kad told faim fifty time^ at least, and rqse 
to quit the room. The odious wretch 
griped my poor hand so hard, that I wafi 
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hot able to \vrest it from him; and^ What 
induoed the insolence I know not^ he 
^suddenly encircled me in his arms,- koA 
paS^onMely kiased me^ E^en indignation 
tifki aver6i(Ai were ):^ot strong aioligh . t& 
reletuae me ; and had not. the foot of sdmd 
one at the garden-door surprised him> I 
Impw not how I should have got away^ 
I perceived Mrs. Vere there, who stqod) as 
it were, root-bound with surprise and aii* 
ger. I courtesied, as being glad to see 
hers but my face was crimson, I. believe^ 
alike with the straggly and disgast. : The 
wretqh rema^ied^ to appearancOi petrijfiied s 
while tias cold austere matron cast sMch 
looks on him. It is not possible that any 
provocation could produce such from me. 
Jt beqame necessary for her, however, to 
conquer her feeling ; and she passed si^ 
leutly through the nooin, as if she would 
not interrupt oiu* tite-d-tit€ i yet at the 
door threw another letter glance on the 
culprit, which I did not /ail to second ^as 
I followed her. 

This incidept twght me a lesscm w)u^ 

VOL. IL T 
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I might ^sooner have learnt, had not my 
own sense of propriety checked the idea* 
A hypocrite toward* God, may well he 
one towards mans ^^d certainly Mrs. 
Verte i» very ostentatiotis and raperficial 
m her devotions. Yet, as she might have 
qiute as much to fear from me, as I could 
fr,om her, I was ' doubtfiil whether she 
would venture tb aisperse me. — ^A singular 
chance albne could have informed me 
how she meant to manage 'my dis- 
mission.- 

'^The Gen^rrf^s niece, Mrs. Granville, 
ifegf^fe^^Sft a W^k hej^e on a visit 5 to ao- 
^^«ftnii3dfetr'*rh6m, M4S» Vere and I had 
t)eeri ' obliged to ^^tiifr our us«ial scp^vt^ 
m^tity and k>dge ill a' smaller one closfe t^ 
Mrs- Vet^B dressin^-toomt* I leather think 
ihab tb€f ladyj niiher vmtitb, had f^rgottett 
tfaiif^^angei i lliitftfsr,^ ho^evef, 1 retired % 
thfei^^f^Crhaps' sihe boncteded- «ii^ anget 
to 'be onlyigRsiSumed,^ ^nd that I returned 
to her fkvotirite, in'%be tnusic-room. 'the 
day was uncommonly wal^^ &nd I sat 
d^n :at sai <o^n wii^bWi -^ Mis.Vere'» 

T .11 . * . 
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sashes vrete, I found, likewise open ; and 
the least sound might be heard from one 
chamber to the other. I guessed that she 
was looking over her wardrobe, by the 
many drawers which she pulled in and 
out. At last she spoke to my pupil. 

^* What is the matter, my dear? — are 
you not well ?" 

" La, mamma ! how should one be well^ 
teased out of one*s life so ? What with my 
French, my work, my arithmetic, and my 
geography, my new governess leads me a 
worse life than my old one." 

" Yes : I fancy this young woman is 
il^tempered enough, and I rather think 
she is artfid. An artful person I ever de^ 
tested. But my pet knows how^ to wind 
her papa roimd her finger : why does she 
not tell him?" 

" Ay ; but, mamma, I may get a 
worse, for aught I know ! You say they 
are all ignorant or troublesome." 

** Nay, my sweet ! what signifies com* 
plaimng^ if, after all, you can endure her 
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better than any body else ?*-*-How doei^ 
my Hetty like this gown ? '* 

^' Oh^ momma ! it is monstrous pretty, 
indeed ! Silver muslin is surely the sweet- 
est dresi?. I wonder you never wear it, 
mamma ? '* 

" / wear it^ my dear I I am turned of 
thirty, (the good lady might have safely 
added ten more years to her age!) and 
such gay clothes no longer are proper for 
me. People who do not know me, might 
say that I was vain \ and, God knows, my 
vanity is small,, very small indeed. Your 
poor papa never minds now what gown I 
have on. But,'^as we were saying, I am 
afraid your governess lays traps for the 
servants. Did you never observe ? '* 

*• O yes, I took notice that she is al- 
ways mighty complaisant, with her ' pray 
John^s,' and * if you please James,* when 
she wants but the least thing in the world 
done." 

**Nay, my dear, that is qjiite right 
in her station. It is not that I mean; 
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but I fear she allows them liberties. 
Did you ever see her at romps among 
them ? " 

" Oh, gracious, no ! I wish I haxL" 

" Fie, fie, my dear \ " 

** TTien, you know, I should have had 
a secret of hers in my keepings and I 
would have led her such a life ! " 

" Did you never see her flirting with 
Birch, then ? " 

*^ Why she hates him worse than poi- 
son ! " 

*' Ah, poor child ! she told you so, I 
suppose. It is easy enough to impose 
en such an innocent. God forbid, that I 
should judge her uncharitably \ I could 
never make her amendis, or forgive myself 
the sin. But I must say that I think her 
ways a shocking example for a young 
lady of your age and fortune. She tells 
you that she hates Birch j yet I catch her 
giggling in his arms.'* 

** Mercy, mamma! what, Miss Rivers?'* 

^* Yes, my dear ! your governess. The 
jnan was abjsolutely devouring Iter with 
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kisses, and in the public teaching-room. 
However, I never opened my lips: the 
best of us are bom to err, Hetty ; and it 
is our duty to pardon, rather than pu- 
nish ; so do not repeat what I have told 
jou, to any one. It may hurt her cha- 
jracter ; but, you know, one cannot keep 
such a dissembling minx. I think you 
might conscientiously complain to your 
papa of her temper : — ay, put it all on 
that footing, I saw him hobble towards 
the green-house just now, in an excellent 
humoun Go, my darling! catch him 
there : a tear of yours does so manage 
the dear old man, And if you should 
meet John, bid him run the while to fetch 
the .mai?Ltuarmaker. This silver muslin 
will make my Hetty a pretty summer 
dress ; and her mamma wUl give it, with 
^11 her heart," 

Ah, poor Cecilia! sighed I, thou art 
expelled at once ! — ^for what girl was ever 
proof against a bribe so tempting? I 
heard Mrs. Vere's room-door shut, and 
^.mused myself with thinking what next 
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would bec<»ne of me. Prt^vious to diimer, 
General Vere desired my company, in hii 
study; at the lower end of which sat his 
lady, at work on a carpet, with, the devout 
and mortified air of a nun. The Generalj 
who never makes long har^gues, ab^ 
ruptly informed me, that ^^ hi3 daugl^ei: 
could not submit to a temper so iifLtrac-* 
table as mine ; and that he was reso)'Ve4 
Hetty should never be made unhappy about 
her learning : so he had no further oei^oi^ 
for my services." I only observed, that, 
** if the objection was of so slight a na«» 
ture, I flattered myself Mrs. Vere would, 
when applied to, do justice to my conr 
duct." She stiffly bowed, and I made my 
exit: — ^happy in a conspious superiority 
over a woman of whom it would be mad- 
ness to complain. Could I even provQ 
what I only conjecture, it would be ,]^t 
barous in me to deprive her husba];idi4>f 
the oopfidence in her <x>pduct .wbi(^h m^vir 
makes both happy. To be agree^iy 
deceived is, we are told, the grand secreit 
of life. If so. General Vere m^y|Muss th^ 
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rest of his in perfect security, for ytmr 
Cecilia. 

I had not clearly understood firom 
the General, whether I was expected to 
leave the houtse that afternoon; and- 
vehtured to enter Mrs. Vere's dresshig^ 
room to infbrm myself. The choice that 
lady left me was made no choice, by the 
tmgracibus manner; and Mrs. Gran- 
villei who was present, on finding that I 
was determined to go immediately, offered 
to convey me in her carriage. My ao* 
peptanee of this polite offer was little to 
3Vlrs. Vere's fiatisfaction ; but she dared 
not oppose it. 

• Mrs. Granville's character is, by a 
isini^larity in her education, so strangely 
compounded, that every body likes her 
except the few to whom she is intimately 
fa^<wn. Her ^father, who once headed 
the cabinet,' had only this child; and 
being early left a widower, indulged hei^ 
to'k folly, ft was soon discovered, that 
he never denied a petition to his daugh- 
terr and through her all his d^endents 
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Msailed him ; while, to win her interest, 
they daily offered the most gross and per*, 
petual adulation. She is naturally lovely 
and amiable ; nor would her advantages 
ever be questioned, did she not arrogate 
to herself more than she really possesses. 
Mr. Granville thought all his views ac- 
eomplished, when he married the mini- 
ster's only child; and, indeed, as long 
as her father lived, her influence lasted. 
With him, however, it expired : but the 
pride of patronage had forever infected 
her manners. She perpetually , showed 
her husband that she expected homage, 
and could not condescend to the retired 
duties of a wife : he therefore soon sought 
a more complying disposition in those 
whom he could purchase. Her friends, 
iiV^earied with the superiority she affected 
towards them, and lofly offers of service 
when her power was lost, gradually grew 
disgusted, and withdrew. Thus within a 
few years, Ivith an excellent heart and 
understanding, Mrs. Granville became 
jgenerally ridiculed and disliked. Her 
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husband made ttiany e£fbrts to correct the 
foible of her nature ; but these onl^changed 
mdiffereoce, on both sides, into aversion. 
Their friends interfered ; and two years 
since they parted in form. Mrs. Gran- 
ville's moral character is perfectly unsul- 
lied: she mixes little in general society, 
but is surrounded with a train of humble 
cousins, and mean dependents ; who, by 
flattering her foible, prey upon her for^ 
tune. Overlook that foible, and few wo* 
men are so engaging : but she will be the 
only object whenever she appears. 

When I was seated in Mrs. Graj> 
ville's coach, and she began with great 
^affability to converse with me, I was asto* 
nished at her singularity. Finding that 
I liad been sent away by a ^rlish whim 
of Miss Vere's, (for I dared not own any 
other cause) she assured me, with a mix* 
ture of dignity ^ and kindness, that ^^ I 
need not be at all uneasy, for she liked 
me, £did would take me under her protec- 
tion." I so &r accepted this princely 
kind of patronage, as to request her in; 
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terest to introduce me into some family 
of consideration : but she was resolved to 
9ct up to her declaration, and carried me 
home with her, much to the dissatisfaction 
of some dependent cousins whom I found 
in possession there. The natural expres- 
sion of my gratitude was warm enough to 
flatter Mrs. Granville's foible, and she 
soon began discussing General Vere and 
his family very freely with me. Mrs. 
Vere is ioo stiff and decided a character 
to please her, and my pupil too unformed. 
On learning how I came to quit them, 
she politely assured me, that the loss 
would be, as it ought, theirs 

Two days so improved our acquaint- 
ance> that she pressed me to reside with 
her as a companion : but this I declined 
(plainly perceiving the implicit deference 
which she requires) ; with an assurance, that 
I rather chose to tax my time and talents, 
than enjoy a dependent affluence. This opi- 
nion did not meet her approbation, l?ut 
was extolled to the skies by two servile 
relations, who practise the very reverse. 
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How, indeed, can you resolve to owe 
every thing to a being superior to your- 
self, perhaps only in having something to 
bestow? To become a companion, as 
that kind of non-existence is called, is 
literally to make yourself a cipher in 
creation. It is to contract a habit of dress 
and idleness never to be conquered, al- 
though a thousand caprices may expose 
you to return to poverty and industry. 
It is to be placed perhaps to doze out 
half your life at a card-table, if the party 
is incomplete, without any power of ex- 
cusing yourself; and either to go abroad 
or stay at home, solely as the whim of 
your patroness directs. It is to dress, to 
walk, to talk, almost to think, as she 
pleases ; happy, indeed, if you can do the 
latter, as that sweetens the bondage. In 
a word, it is the worst kind of servitude ; 
because it comprehends every inconveni- 
ence of that state, without its only advan* 
tages, the right of demanding wages, or 
the power of giving warning. Gratitude 
is a feeling so delicate, that it will not 
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bear the smallest claim upon it ; and, in^ 
deed, the more we feel,, the less can we 
ever express. 

If, exhausted at last, the companion 
ventures to remonstrate, the merit of years 
of endurance is lost, perhaps, at oncej 
and a reproach which is just is hardly ever 
pardoned. Such is the fate of that melan- 
choly appendage to a fine lady — ^her pen- 
sioned companion. 

In Mrs. Granville's family, such a 
situation would be more than commonly 
odious. It is to be, in addition to all that 
I have described, subjected to the envy 
and impertinence of those to whom she 
is an amiable dupe ; and silenced, alike, 
because you would scorn to retaliate, and 
might fell to open her eyes. 

As a temporary asylum, Mrs. Gran- 
yille*s house is a great convenience ; and, 
to own the truth, a necessary one : for, 
alas! to be wholly sincere, your poor 
Cecilia is poor enough, literally. 

ak Jk Jk. ^ ^ ^ jt£ 

7jv *p /|* *p 'T» »r> ^ 
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I hoped before I finished this that 
something mig^t occur to give it a plea^ 
santer termination ; and have just learned 
from Mrs. Granville, that she has had a 
letter from her cousin the Duchess of 
Kingsbury, to inquire for a governess; 
but she will not accept any one w^ho has 
not lived in some family of distinction. 
I was therefore obliged to name Lady 
Westbury, to vi^hom Mrs. Granville -has 
written. My Lord will not, if he hears 
of the inquiry, gain' much intelligence, as 
the Duchess never brings the young fa- 
mily from the seat near Scarborough. 
My natural taste for the country would 
lead me to rejoice at this prospect of se- 
clusion, but that my heart will ever hover 
near its possessor. Though as much ba- 
nished from his sight as if in the Indies, 
it is always some pride and comfort to 
me to recollect, that I might see him if I 
would; and this, perhaps, alone gives me 
resolution to forbear it. Yet I ought to 
be contented. Ah! if conviction could 
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vaske iis so, it would be a happiness in* 
deed. Otherwise, 

** It only points the secret spear, 
Of many a nameless woe/' 

Adieu ! 

p. S. On recollecting what I have said 
of my poverty, I fear lest you should im- 
pute to me some kind of extravagance ; 
for you have not lived in this great town, 
where want and misery press continually 
upon the heart unseared by self-love and 
luxury ; and how can the hand then be 
closed ? " 



LETTER LVI. 
TO MRS, FORRESTER. 

Broome Wyndham* 

MY journey to this old mansion was 
not unpleasant, though tedious. I slept 
last night at Scarborough, where I could 
havie been well pleased to spend the day ; 
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«o much did the wild chanp of it» i^ed« 
beat environs agree with the turn of my 
mind. Thi3 morning the Duchess, how- 
ever, sent over her carriage for me, and I 
had the honour of presenting her a letter 
from Mrs. Granville, enclosing one from 
Lady Westbury . A coronet on the en- 
velope procured me as tolerable a recep- 
tion as a lady of most forbidding maimers 
ever gives to a person beneath her. Yet 
those harsh features are not without beau- 
ty. In truth, the Duchess is much hand- 
somer now than I^dy Betty Angus, her 
daughter, who took me by surprise, in 
being almost as big again as myself. The 
inevitable growth of a daughter must suf- 
jficiently mortify a mother yet alive to ad- 
miration. A most unformed carriage, 
and blushing reserve, show the young 
lady to be very unfit for that world into 
which she soon must enter : not, however, 
I can already perceive, till it is nO; longer 
possible to seclude her. Lady Betty was 
for many years the only child of the 
Duke, Two more girls have since been 
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lidded to the family; but as the youngest 
of these is five years of age> the father no 
longer hopes for a male heir, and the 
three daughters will one day divide an 
immense property. 

What I have said of my pupil^ will 
not prepossess you in her favour ; but I 
shall counteract your prejudice, when I 
tell you that she acquiesces, apparently 
without a murmur, in her mother's will, 
and almost lives in the apartments of the 
children. At leasts so the nursery-msuds 
tell me. 

^A. .^k ^^_ .^k. .^k. .^k. ^^t. 

^^^ ^^^ ^^* ^^^ ^^^ ^T* '^* 

I thought it hardly worth while to 
send this epistle away, till I could either 
give you further intelligence of myself, or 
the family I am with ; but Lady Betty is 
so constantly my companion, that had 
hot her mother taken her this morning to 
the Nursery, as they call a lodge which is 
four miles off, I should have found it hard 
to steal a moment of loneliness. 

In seeking for some pens in the 
writing-desk> I laid my hand on Lady 

VOL. II. u 
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Wtstbuiy's letter of recommendation. A* 
Mrs. Granvilb hiul too much politeness 
to ehoiv iiie an epii»tle of Mrhich I was th6 
subject, I was ap yet in ig^rance of It^ 
contents, and felt a kiiid of right to know 
th^m. Oh, Amelia 1 of what oapriees are 
we not the slaves when we love ! Whilq^ 
I perused a wfMW and liberal account of 
myself, though penned in a schooUgirri 
hand, and abounding with grammatical 
and orthographical errors, instead of feek 
ing obliged by the kindness, I bur^t into 
tears, and wept, bitterly wept, over thf 
injustice of fortune, whidi gave to the wife 
q£ Lord Westbupy a right to patronise 

me. Although my pesent situation den 
pended on that letter^ methought I could 
rather have borne the utmost malevoleno^ 
of the world> than owed any thing to 
Lady Weatbury. Alas, my. friend 1 how 
is my little pride mado daily less ! Shall 
I> then, at length cdnk to "^ Qommo^ l^ve^ 
of life, instnaible of the delicacies whioI> 
hare hitherto foHA^ my happiness i Ah, 
no ! my wounded heart di«daina t^ 



^oQ^t. When shall I be able to forgive 
Lady Westbury this painful obligation! 
Vet, perhaps, I may not owe it to her- 
self: my Lord might see Mrs. Granville'si 
letter, and dictate — ^Alas! I grow very, 
very, narrowJiearted ! Why should I wish 
to take a merit from her character, to add 
it to that'^of a man who, perhaps, already, 
immersed in a variety of pursuits, recol- 
lects no longer the breaking heart which 
he took such pains to win ! 

I am in a mighty detestable humour 
this morning ; one of those fearing, doubt- 
ing, hoping moods, which, floating through 
the vast vicissitude of possibilities, dwells 
only on those that are mortifying and af- 
fecting. Methinks you cry, " Is this thd 
sister of my heart, Cecilia Rivers ? my own 
Cecilia } She who was once the very har- 
binger of cheerfiilness, and who bore even 
misfortune with calmness ? " Alas, my 
dear ! I knew not then what it was, " to 
look into happiness through another^s 
eyes : " to see another tread carelessly on 
the jewel which you have sought through 

V 2 
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lifei abd discover, without any pow^ to 
appropriate. Ah! did Lady Westbtiry 
set an equal value on that invaluable 
heart ; did she employ her days in render* 
ing his happy, I should have no right to 
complain : but when she supplies her hus- 
band only a solitary home, ^' loveless, 
joyless, unendeared;'' or rather, when she 
drives him into loose pursuits and trans- 
ient pleasures — there, there is my af- 
fliction ! She disdains him whom I dare 
not console, dare not make happy; though 
my heart knows no other wish, nor asks 
another power. The world, the &lse, 
the captivating world, may snatch him 
from me. He may fancy himself as truly, 
as eminently beloved, by some more art 
fill woman : for although to *feign a pas- 
sion well, we must have felt it; after 
once feeling it, how easy is the decep- 
tion 1 

Oh, Amelia ! while tumultuous thoughts 
like these chase each other from my mind, 
what days, what nights must I pass! I 
will write again, whenever I can resolve to 



293 

be silent on this subject. It is a resolve 

which I make and break every time I 
take up the pen. Adieu ! 



LETTER LVII, 

TO MRS. FORRESTER. 

Scarborough. 

HAD ever poor young creature yet 
so perpetual a train of ill-luck ! I really 
believe, that my only asylum will be the 
grave. Yet even these petty disappoint- 
ments and evUs may, in the great scale, 
have their use, by preserving my mind 
from that inactive state, which is more dan- 
gerous to bur moral feelings than these, 
painful exertions. Fain would I give my 
thoughts this turn, and not first question 
Providence in my own case. Let me, 
then, sununon resolution to rise above my 
fortune ; and if " a brave mind, strug- 
gling with the storms of fete," can be wor- 
thy the care of the Almighty, let me en* 
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deavour to deserve the agonising distinc* 
tion. 

To be undone by integrity, i3 too 
grievous. Could I once resolve to become 
Uind, artful, and compliant ; in short, 
could I oflFend God to temporise with his 
creatures, I might lead at least an indo- 
lent life, Yet justly s$.ys the poet, 

• 

" The mind to virtue trp.inM, in ev'ry state 
Rejoicing, grieving, dying, must posses^ 
Th' exalted pleasure to exert that virtue ! ** 

No disappointment can extinguish in 
our souls a consciousness so angelic ; no 
rewards over-rule it. It consecrates every 
sPkiffering it occasions, by elevating us iq 
our own eyes, in prpportion as worldly 
distinctions are withdrawn from us, By 
depriving us of all other support, it may be 
justly thought to bring us nearer to God j 
^d therefore, perhaps, are the children of 
misfortune said peculiarly to be his. You 
see how I try to contend with my fate : 
yet, oh, my dear! there are moments 
M^ien jan embittered spirit almost starts. 
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into phrensy 5 there are others, when it 
ilows away in tears. 

In this family I thought that J need only 
reconcile myself to an irksome obscure 
situation, which had all the appearance 
■of being permanent ; for I had but otie 
young lady to form — old enough, it is 
true, to be my companion, yet docile 
enough to submit to become my pupil. I 
found no other inconvenience than that I 
formerly mentioned — ^the impossibility of 
commanding any tolerable portion df lei- 
sure to write OT read : which produced, 
in a mind impassioned and uneasy as 
mine must be, a restlessness and irritation 
which affected my tdmperament, and the 
silence of which you so heavily com-r 
plain. 

Ihirmg the three months that hav6 
elapsed since I came here. Lady Betty 
has never been out of the house, ^md 
rafely out of my sight. Whenever, in- 
deed, any particular company was ei* 
pected, or any party made abroad, w6 
both were sent to the Lodge ; that the 
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Duchess mighty as I concluded, truly say, 
her daughter was not at home. A.plear 
sant wild scene, and two sweet little girls, 
made this change not disagreeable to me ; 
white Lady Betty amused herself, apparent^ 
ly, very wejl, in petting her little sisters. 
I now and then discerned a thoughtiulness 
in her g.ir, which I imputed to her deep 
tsense of her mother's selfishness, vanity, 
and injustice: nor did I fail tp adinire 
Ixer prudence, in never complaining. In*, 
deed, I studied, by every kindness and in- 
dulgence in my power, to lighten the 
peiiance imposed on her, Thu^ passed 
our days, till last week^ when the Duchess 
having bespoke a play at Scarborough, 
gave all the family tickets to see it, Thp 
steward's wife pressed me much to aq^ 
company her, and I had free permission 
to accept the invitg.tion, though Lady 
Betty was to remain at home, as she kept 
her chamber from indisposition. The 
steward's lady is a second-rate grandee 
here, and keeps her carriage; but, alas ! 
it is rather of a crazy construction, ancj. 
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uoludkily, broke down on that evening, 
about a mile from Broome Wyndham. 
Npt choosing to walk thrice as far, for so 
poor a pleasure as a country play, I took 
leave of my companion and hastened 
back. Up stairs I flew to Lady Betty's 
dressing-room, and, throwing the door 
suddenly open, vras little less than root- 
bound at perceiving the Duke's valet 
sitting by her, in the easy attitude of a 
licensed lover. On seeing me, he drop- 
ped the hand he was, till then, in possesr 
sion of, and remained, as well as the young 
lady, motionless. As soon as I recovered 
voice, I desired him, haughtily enough I 
dare say, to withdraw. He obeyed, with 
a mean consciousness, which placed him 
yet lower in my opinion. Lady Betty 
leaned her arm on a table; and hiding, 
by that means, her face with her hand, 
remained covered with blushes. I sat 
down at some distance, resolved not to 
speak till collected enough to determine 
iny own conduct. Lady Betty now and 
ih^n ventured a glance at me s but, strudc 
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by the gravity of ^my air, she wanted cott*- 
xage to utter whatever she had been 
studying, and her eyes dropped as though 
they had encountered something hatefuL 
I rose, at last, to retire from a scene 
so singular and embarrassing; when, 
dreading her mother's rage, poor Lady 
Betty conquered her difllidence, and broke 
the distressing silence. In a tone which 
witnessed, by its tremor, her sincerity, 
she told me, that she saw she was mined j 
since a secret more dear to her than lilfe 
was on the point of being published, and 
the fond hope of her heart sacrificed to 
the vanity, pride, and caprice, of her mo- 
ther. With bitter sighs and tears, she 
conjured me to pity her cruel situation, 
and forbear disclosing a discovery which 
would ruin her, and not benefit myself, 
Ah, Amelia! these are the moments 
when the mere performance of one*s duty 
rises to a virtue. My very soul relented 
at sight of that distress, which I knew 
myself compelled to add to. Inured to 
mental misery ifn my own person, I couW 
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not see the storm ready; to break over the 
head of another young creature, without 
sympathy. She soon perceived those 
tears which would accompany hers : she 
again entreated, again implored me ; nor 
thought any submission humiliating. In 
allowing that I felt for her, I likewise was 
obliged to avow my resolution to be un- 
alterable : that the trust vested in me was 
too sacred for the least concealment; 
much more, one which was of a nature to 
destroy the peace of a femily. Yet, 
though obliged to disclose her error, again 
I repeated that I was not of a disposition 
to aggravate it. I doubt my voice want- 
ed the firmness of my words, for she fell 
at my feet, and even with agony pleaded 
her mother's vanity and pride, her own 
want of either, the ungenerous seclusion 
tQ which she was condemned, and the 
ignorance in which she had been brought 
up; with many other palliations that 
have now escaped me. I gatha'ed from 
circumstances, that her ill-assorted lover 
wai^ nephew to her last governess, and 
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by her introdaced into the iamily, proba* 
bly merely to engage the young lady's 
affections. Tliis discovery made my can- 
dour doubly necessary ; while every mo- 
ment more and more moved my heart. 
I know not how I should have escaped 
from this young unfortuijate, had she not 
thought of silencing my integrity, by of. 
fering me a set of jewels which she had 
lately received from her godmother, and 
which, of course, were wholly her own. 
This gave me a disdainful feeling, that 
enabled me peremptorily to refuse her. 
Disdainful in her turn, she passed into 
her chamber, and there gave free vent to 
her sighs and tears. Having assured my- 
self that slie could not escape, I anxiously 
awaited the return of the Duchess from 
the play. She, unluckily, brought home 
a large party to supper : but I was too 
feariul of the event to delay my disclo- 
sure, and leaving a maid in the reading^^ 
room as a guard (for I doubted that the 
one attending Lady Betty was acquainted 
with the intrigue), I solicited to spealj, 
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immediately with the Duchess; who made 
my request remarkable^ by twice send- 
ing word that I must wait her leisure. I 
then wrote a line, which at once brought 
this cruel mother to share my heart- 
ache. 

Had you seen me in her presence, 
far from supposing that I was the ac- 
cuser, you would have fixed on me as the 
culprit. My knees trembled, my cheeks 
were pale, and as I proceeded my voice 
became almost inarticulate. But, hea- 
vens! what fiiry gathered, while I was 
speaking, into the face of the Duchess ! 
she raved, stamped, tore-^— in short, so ter- 
rified me, that I almost wished I had kept 
the secret. In vain were my palliatives 
humbly introduced; she dismissed me 
from her presence with all the hauteur 
women of quality know how to assume, 
and which, in this lady, is accompanied by 
a kind of vulgar insolence. 

Here ended my share in the mortify- 
ing scene. I learnt that the Duchess, by 
pleading a sudden indisposition, had seat 



home her company, and summoned thef 
Duke, who had hardly power to manage 
her transports of passion. Lady Betty 
still obstinately persist^ in shutting her 
door on me, who was the only person dis- 
posed to sooth or support her. At mid- 
night the Duke ordered his aspiring valet 
to be turned out of the house, in the most 
ignominious manner; and by this ill-judged 
resentment published his own disgrace. 
Both parents then repaired to Lady Betty, 
whom they, I doubt not, treated with a 
severity not more wise. They staid in 
her chamber till four in the morning, when 
I saw her set out with the Duchess's wo- 
man, in the travelling chariot, escorted by 
the steward and two men servants ; but 
whither, none of the family was permitted 
to know. 

I was left to my own melancholy con- 
templations. Robbed, by the strictness 
of my principles, of an employment which 
I had travelled so far to obtain, I could 
not but wonder what was next to become 
of me. The children at the Nursery 
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had been considered as too youtlg for ifny 
charge before; consequently would not 
be ;nade $o now : but the Duchess's pil- 
lo^ had proved a better counsellor than 
her rage ; for she?* summoned me at noon 
the next day, and assured me that both 
the Duke and herself saw in my conduct 
much to esteem j; and, to prove their sense 
Qf it, they had agreed that I should change 
my pupil, but still remain in the family, 
I had, therefore, only to pack my clothes^ 
and adjourn to the lodge. Hinting that 
it would be much to my advantage to 
bury the past in oblivion, she presented 
me a piece of purpJe taffety, elegant 
enough, I did not need a bribe to do my 
duty ; and only lamented that poor Lady 
Betty's seoret had not been solely m my 
k^ping. I, lK)wever, feuthfully promised 
nev^r to mention it ; and, leat it mij^t be 
thought that was the wbjett of my letter, 
I eve» forbore writing to you. 

The Nurs^y is 9eAted on a wild and 
|)l^iasant hill, where I loilered out the loi^ 
^9 m%\h Qhjyidren tather c«lcula.t^ for 
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my playthings than pupils. A fortnij»fht 
had thus elapsed, when I liad a sudden 
summons to return immediately to Broome 
Wyndham. I understood that the servant 
had not been ordered to bring me a car- 
riage, and, good walker as I am, I did not 
think it prudent to undertake thus to con- 
vey myself to the mansion; especially over 
dreary and lonely heaths. I was obliged to 
bribe the messenger to procure me a chaise, 
and wait an hour before it arrived. How- 
ever, this lost time did not make me too 
late, for the Duchess was not up, and had 
desired that I would stay in the hall till she 
chose to speak to me. Imagine what I 
felt, when this message was delivered to 
me among a train of insolent footmen. 
The man who repeated it, made, by his 
hesitating, respectfill manner, an indirect 
apology for the insult, which doubled its 
poignancy. With a consideration that his 
Lady had wanted, he asked if I would 
not like to walk in the garden, where he 
would come to me, when her Gi^e was 
visible. I had no choice but to take his 
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advice ; and with a full hearty cold as 1 
had found the morning, threw myself on 
a nistic seat, and wept an hour, I dare 
say. I was half numbed with the frost 
wh^i I was^ summoned to the Duchess's 
chamber, who was still in bed ; which con* 
vinced me that the cruel slight had been 
meditated, or i^ might as well have seen 
me when I arrived, as then. Finding, from 
the information of the servant, that I at- 
tended . her commands — ^' Bid the crea-^ 
ture come in," cried she in a tone which 
made me apprehend all that followed^ 
The creature, however, entered, although 
unconscious of meriting such a term of re- 
proach, and endeavoured to collect that 
mild dignity, and corrected manner, which 
sometimes can check even the insolence of 
rank. I then inquired her commands^ 
*^ I have no commands for you, creature ! ** 
cried she (turning round in the bed, that 
*he might not see your poor Cecilia'^ 
harmless face, which could only look nip* 
ped by the cold and vexation), '^ but to 
bid you quit immediately a house whicli 
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you have been too much hoiK>iired in en« 
tering/' I humbly, now^ entreated to know 
my offence. ^ Do you dare to catediise 
me ? " returned she. •* Ask your own un- 
grateful heart." I assured her that its most 
valuable distinction was a total innocence 
of the vice which she first annexed to it. 
•* Does the insolent wretch presume to 
expostulate, and make speeches ? *' ^ said 
she, half rising, and half turning to me. 
*' Begone from my sight this mcmient! 
Go, and circulate the disgraceful tale> 
which you have already embelliriied, with 
the thousand lies your mean extraction 
will teach you to add to it, through every 
trumpery inilliner's shop in Scarborough^ 
full of dandles like yourself. — Not that I 
blame thee, creature," continued she, ^^ so 
much as I do myself. I might have 
known that titttling was the characteris- 
tic of thy sex and situation." I took the 
advantage of this elegant inference in her 
own favour to withdraw, lest passion and 
vociferation should ensue j mid immedi- 
ately quitted the houle,. to apply, as di* 
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reeled, to the steward. His lady, for 
sttdi peo{4e are very tenacious of their 
OQnsequence, who had formerly over- 
whelmed me with invitations dLudpolitesse, 
now showed a coldness that made the ex* 
case which she was meditating unneces- 
sary. However, from her I understood, 
what I had before believed, that Lady 
Betty's adventure had been discussed in 
a thousand ways, at every tea-table in the 
County. Nor is this wonderftd, when 
you consider that her parents had turned 
out of the house an irritated lover, who^ 
not having one inducement to silence, took 
a pleasure in that kind of revenge which 
marks the meanness of his nature, by sa- 
crificing the unfortunate young lady, to 
mortify her father and mother. 

To any but a prejudiced person my 
innocence must be very apparent ; since, 
however fond I might have been of tat- 
tling, as the Duchess caJIsit, I had not a 
human being to talk to at the Lodge. The 
good lady-steward allowed this ; shrugged 
her shoulders, thought my dismission hard : 

x2 
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** but ^ho d^^r^d qtotradict the Duchess V^ 
I took a hasty leave, and not without rear 
son, for my friend seemed in misery every 
moment that I staid. 

I found a lodgings for a couple of days^ 
at a perfumer's, where I sometimes had 
made little purchases, and have got a 
place in the stage for Thursday -, having 
spent (for me) a great deal,, both of time^ 
and money, iii a useless journey- . I wrote 
immediately to Mrs, Granville, lest her 
haughty, cruel cousin should endeavour to 
rob me of my only protectress. I yet 
hope that she will not believe the Duchess, 
should she report the matter i and this hope 
springs from knowing that her partiality 
is ever in favour of those beneath her. 
Should I again be deceived — ^Oh, ihy ever-^ 
loved Amelia, how barbarously does the 
world discourage the upright! Self-love 
is so prevalent,, that most people wiU 
rather asp^se another with a crime tha» 
own an error of judgement in themselves. 
To what else has this insolent Duchess 
sacrificed an innocent, amiable, industri-f 
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i>us young woman ! But have I ever yet 
had better fortune ? Expelled by caprice, 
and sometimes with ignominy, from every 
house but one ! — ^yet there, and there only, 
have I ever deviated from the golden rule. 
— ^I will not reflect, lest -I should be 
tempted to repine! Thou, O Father of 
universal being ! thou shalt be my sup* 
port ! On Thee, alone, will I rest my 
hopes; since, iii Thy sight only, will po- 
verty andmi££;>rtime become merits ! Yet, 
since awhile I must wander though this 
miserable world, scatter over my path 
^me few roses, lest the thorns should 
wound, too deeply, the bosom which has 
no hoard of sweets ! Oh, Amelia ! need I' 
add that tears and Lord ^estbury con- 
<tlude this heart-drawn apostrophe ! 

Adieu r 
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LETTER LVin. 

TO MRS. FORRESTER, 

Beverly. 

MT beloved, generous firiend, what do 
I not owe to your watchful anxiety ! Ah, 
how shall I ever recompense your fond^ 
your unremitting affection ! Could you 
thiiik that my heart retained any power 
when it no longer remembered you? 
Hardly need I say that I have been on the 
verge of the grave, since you, even you, 
have been forgotten ! A less active in^ 
quirer than the one whom you employed, 
would hardly have traced me to an ob- 
scure inn, in a town so remote. Yet that 
inn, heaven and earth seemed to have ap» 
^ pointed as the place in whidi I should 
di;aw my last breath. 

I was, I own, ashamed, when last I 
wrote, to tell you the depredation which 
grief and disappointment had made on my 
constitution, A isevere rheumatic pain in 
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my head, occasioned by sitting in- the cold 
gardens at Broome Wjmdham, almost 
distracted me. I half resolved to stay 
another week at Scarborough, yet ibund 
myself so much the topic of conversation 
in that town as to awaken a curiosity of 
the most mortifying nature ; and I had, 
besides^ paid half the charge of my place 
to London. Prudence, therefore, obliged 
me to set out, though, on the appointed 
morning, I was miserably ill. In the 
eoach, I found a prim quaker, an agree** 
able middle-aged lady, two rude officers 
of some trading vessel, and the loquaci^ 
ous mistress of a boarding-house. Du-* 
ring the first twenty miles, poor Lady 
Betty's adventure was discussed in every 
possible way but the true one. Whether 
I was really unknown to those people, or 
they diose not to understand who I was^ 
is beyond my comprehension ; but it is cer^* 
tain that they spoke of me very freely to 
my face, a$ the mercenary confidante of an 
in&mous amour, discarded by the Duchess 
with, if possible, more contumely than I 
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really had been. The agreeable widow 
whom I first mentioned, avoided the odious 
subject ', and to her alone, of course, did X 
address myself. Each of us seemed will- 
ing to please the other, and shut out the 
rest of the party: yet the illiberal smv 
mises, coarse jests, and unmerited cen» 
sures of these misjudging beings, acted 
insensibly on my shattered nerves, and 
fermented, no doubt, my blood. On en^r 
tering this town, the coachman, as usual, 
began rather to display his courage than 
his skill or humanity, and lashing the poor 
tired horses into a gallop, they ran a little 
out of the direct line, and, striking the 
hind wheel against a post, it broke into 
pieces, and the lumbering madiine went 
over with incredible force. Several out- 
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side pas^ngers were almost killed ; and 
it was not immediately that those within 
could attract any attention. My naval 
associates, however, would be minded^ 
and at length we were all dragged out. 
Being the undermost, I was almost stifled. 
I could not asc^tain whether I ?vas hwl 
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or not 3 but a surgeon^ whom the people at 
the inn had sent for, pronounced me vio- 
lently bruised, and in a high fever. A 
phyirician was then summoned, who de* 
clared my case dangerous. After being 
bled, I was put to bed ; where my poor 
i^ook frame was presently afterwards 
tortured with a blister. That did not 
prevent, however, an alarming access 
of fever. I strove, as they say, every 
mdment to spring out of bed. Whatt 
vague images my fimcy conjured up 
I cannot guess, but they tbU me that 
I called the widow, whom I mention^ 
ed, by a thousand endearing names, 
and implored her not to leave me. Sh^ 
then took occasion to aifect intimacy; 
and the coach being ready to proceed^ 
she excused hersdf to the other passen^ 
gers, that she might remain with l^r dear 
friend. She slept in the chamber with 
me, and took care to have the trunks of 
both placed there. After two days of un- 
conscious misery, I was totidly exhausted ; 
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imd a stupe&ction> whidd the physicia& 
thought the sign of approaching dissolu* 
tton, seized on me. Some faint intervds 
of reason I reocdlect : but before I could 
ascertain who I saw, or the place I was 
in, I again was lost in delirium. At this 
juncture, my new friend assured the land^ 
lord that she saw she could not be of any 
use to me, neither could she longer delay 
bar pressing business, Imt would not fail 
immediately to send ««y aunt down from 
London to attend me. She had art enough 
to leave in his hands money enough to 
maintain me till this relation came, or 
l>ury me if I died in the interim. And 
thus wais your poor Cecilia tlirown upon 
the mercy of strangers ! Three days had 
elapsed, after her departure, before it 
entered the h^uis of th^ good people of 
the house, that this woman n^ight not be* 
kmg to me; but as I then gave some 
signs of amendment, the innkeeper had no 
longer any hopes of getting rid of his 
charge, nor prospect of any person's comr 
ing to take it off his hands. Too late. 
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either for himself or me, he began to su* 
jpect the officious stranger, and had my 
tninks examined. Nothing, alas ! was to 
be found in th^n, but a parcel of letters. 
This savage woman had availed herself of 
my helpless situation, to strip me of al^ 
most all that I could call my own in the 
world. 

The people of the inn, incensed at a 
theft whfch they ought to have guarded 
against, and unable to find out from me 
to what extent I had been plundered^ 
5ent, vainly, to seize the defrauder; but 
not being able to learn what became of 
her after she had quitted the coach at Hull, 
where most probably she embarked for 
jsome remote place, their next care was 
to rid themselves of their breathing in- 
cumbrance ; and this was the more neces- 
sary, BB tine town was filling for the ensu* 
ing election, and I occupied one of the 
best chambers. The wife's curiosity led 
her to peruse my letters; many of which, 
to her infinite surprise, had the signature 
oi a nobleman^ though.no trace remained 



31« 

of my own name i as, fortunately for my 
reputation, I had thrown the covers on 
which it was inscribed into the fire. 
They had no idea of any other tie subsists 
ing between me and Lord Westbury 
than that of sense; but agreed, that, 
though he had probably cast me off, he 
might yet be led by humanity to. assist 
me* A letter, descriptive of the situa- 
tion of a young woman called Cecilia, 
who had once had the honour of cor- 
responding with Inm^ was therefore di- 
spatched to my Lord. Alas ! that dear 
lover was hardly in his senses on reading 
it» Yours, too, written in all the agony 
of t«Tor, was delivered t<^ him aflmost at 
the same moment, and before his carriage 
-could be go$ ready to bring him hither. . 
In the dismal interval, your poor 
solitary friend had excited the pity of a 
young woman, whom the son of the inn- 
keeper had married without his father's 
consent, and who, consequently, was not 
admitted to the honour of being called one 
of the family* Her husband procured^ 
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lier a sight of Lord Westbary's letter?,' 
and she had delicacy enough to discover 
from them my real situation. She. in* 
treated to have the care of me; v^hich 
her brutal relatives gladly resigned to 
her; and, to the assiduous nursing of 
this gentle, sensible, interesting young 
creature, I probably owe the power of 
ever writing to you again. 

I was, at last, enough myself to ob- 
serve that I was among strangers, and 
fiiintly inquired how I came there. My 
amiable nurse tenderly apprised me of 
my accident; and (having learnt youi' 
name, doubtless from my delirious trans- 
ports) assured me that I was among Mrs. 
Fonrester's friends, and must keep myself 
quiet, or the doctor would not let her ap- 
proach me. I submitted, at the sound of 
a name so dear, and h^ an uncertain no- 
tion of having seen you at my bed-side, 
doubtless during the paroxysms of my 
delirium. 

I now took notice that none of the 
Unen with which I was supplied bdongei^ 
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to ine, and required my own. Mrs.MojrIe 
again had her answer ready — ^^ the lock 
of the trunk was hampered, and her 
clothes were at my service." Returning 
recollection made me» at lengthy .discern 
that every thing around me was too fine 
either for her degree or my own. I took 
occasion, in her absence, to bid the nurse 
bring my trunks to the bed side, and 
fi>und in them a plentiful supply of every 
necessary, new, expensive, and elegant. 
— Judge of my astonishment! Mrs* 
Moyle could no longer deceive me ; but 
to be told that I had been plundered—* 
des^ted — ^left to perish unknown and un- 

lamentedatan inn! tWhat a deadly. 

chillness followed the idea! Yet, oh ! my 
soul glowed to learn that he whose name 
was music to my ear, whose tenderness was 
renovation to my soul, had flown to watch 
over my safety, forestall my wants, live 
but for my welfere ! That every evening 
he had fondly visited my chamber 9 where, 
no longer able to mpport the appearance 
of indifferencei he had watene^l withUa (r^ 
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tears those wan cheeks which no longer 
glowed even at his touch ! Insensible 
even to Lord Westbury, not the charm erf 
his presence could dispel a delirium to 
which his absence had but too sensibly 
contributed ! To Mrs. Moyle he avowed 
the whole truth; and by his generous 
and virtuous anxiety did me noble jus- 
tice. 

To the innkeeper he was less explicit. 
By some golden arguments, however, he 
convinced the sordid savage that the 
whole idea he had formed was erroneous^ 
as I was a lady of the Clifford family; nor 
could a single expression be founds he was 
certain, in any of my letters, at all improper 
or unsuited to his affinity with me. The 
man shrunk before this intelligence, aj^ 
unsaid whatever he had already unw&rily 
advanced. 

I am, therefore, an aenigma to most 
of those who surround me, and may give 
to my own fitte what colouring I please* 
A letter from my Lord had been left to 
apprise me of this, whenever the doctor 
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irould permit me to open it. From thiiSF 
i understood that he had been obliged to 
. quit the town^ lest^ by sending away his 
servants, he diould excite their cm-iosity j 
or, by remaining here, gratify it^ 

what a heart hav^ I dared to 
tmite ' with my own ! — Incomparable^ 
dear, worshipped Westbury ! — Never, 
never did I love him half so well ! It is he 
alone who enables me to contend with 
thfe evils of this miserable world ! I would 
not, methinks, be even in a better with- 
out him ! 

He remains somewhere in the vicinity, 
where Mrs, Moyle sends him daily news 
of my health. He promises to write 
again. Ah ! hasten to do so, my best 
beloved ! Expand that noble heart upon 
paper, which, alas ! I dare not wish nearer 
to mine ! 

1 am mending fast. — ^Has not Lord 

Westbury been here ? He has breathed 

a balmy healing spirit iitto the air that 

leadbes the very heart of 

Your 

Cecilia/ 
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LETTER UK. 
TO MRS. FORRESTER. . 

YES, I hold in my hand another letter 
from that so dear to me ! Lord West- 
bury again tenderly, joyftdly addresses me 
— ^again he enforces the arguments which 
he has already vainly urged, to induce me 
to depend on him — ^again he reproaches 
me for allowing the possibility of such an 
affecting casualty as this under which I am 
still suffering ! Anxious yet more than 
myself concerning the opinion of those 
around me, he insists on my assuming his 
fiunily name, and appearing in the place 

• 

of a cousin of his, who is just g6ne out 
of ^the kingdom : thus alone can I, he 
urges, elude impertinent observers, and ge- 
neral curiosity. " To his cousiuy^ he says^ 
'^ he encloses a part of her fortune in bank- 
notes, that she may liberally reward those 
who took such care of her» while uncon- 

YOL, II. T 
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scious of her claims on their att^jptioti.'^ 
He adds^ (dear, generous man !) *^ that 
he advises me not to be sparing ; lest, if he 
finds me seized with a heedless fit of par-^ 
simony, he should be obliged to appear in 
this doughty acknowledgement : the last 
thing he would choose, if I will deign to 
. con^^der that I am now a pa^ of himself 
Do I not deserve this^ my sweet Cecilia,'* 
^dds he, ^^ since I h^ve so £sur allowed for 
the severity of your decqA*um as to fly 
f ven from her whom I adpre i Oh, deigQ 
tjo repay this pa^i^ful effort by one frank 
^mmenda;tion; and let me taste the luxu^. 
^y of a prai&ie which is given by affection^ 
and endeared by the sweet consdiousnesi( 
yf my having deserved it ! ** 

It is instances of delicate tendemesa 
Uke these^ which wholly soften and sjufo^ 
di^e the heart !-r-Mine so completely dif^ 
solved in softness, while I read his letter, 
as to m^^ke it vrell i^r both that he wha 
yrote it was no longer near me. 
, I answered him, however, immedi^ 
jijtelyi and sought to tell liim ^H Wie 
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thoughto; but language^ perhaps^ has 
hardly power for that : however, I have 
declared my attachment to be now so 
unlimited, that I accept even his bounty 
without hesitation, considering it as due 
to the occasion, and a new band thrown 
round those which already entwined our 
hearts. I further said, that I have applied 
his liberality as that of a lover should be 
applied — ^to rendering lovers happy ; an4 
di<jl he see the tears which his bounty has 
drawn forth fix)m hearts.united by affection, 
but pinched by poverty, he would think 
himself amply rewarded. Nor will I re* 
gret robbing him here of the gratitude of 
this young and faithful pair, since it is 
set down to the right account in hea* 
ven. 

To recompense his tender discretion, 
without seeming to yield the indulgence 
to myself, ia, I tell hini, impossible ; yet 
am I so poor and desolate that I can only 
offer him a dangerous and vain gratifica- 
tion. Mrs. Moyle will accompany me, 
^ sow as I am able, to any place which 
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he shall fix on^ where he may see me for 
some hows unobserved. 

•^S ^^* 'W^ ^^^ '^^ '^^ 

He has already answered my letter, 
for he is only at York ; and named a lit- 
tle lonely inn out of the high road, — *' as 
free,** he says, " from all interlopers, as if 
in the deserts of Arabia." He assured me 
that he can come thither alone, and I 
need not entertain any apprehension* of 
observers. I find I have twenty miles to 
ride this morning ; and that, for such a 
poor, unrecovered creature, is a bold un- 
dertaking. 

Two days have hardly enabled me to 
recover the fatigue of one; — that one, 
that hs^PPy ^^^' vanished instantane- 
ously, as it were. My Lord came on al- 
most to Beverley to meet my chaise, and 
rode afterwards by its side* You can 
hardly guess, unless you have seen Lord 
Westbury ride, at the exquisite grace of 
his figure on horseback. I never saw any 
human . being at once so easy and so 
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^irited. The delight with which I heard 
and viewed him vivified his complexion^ 
and sparkled in his eyes. Mrs. Moyle 
must have been blind, had she not dis« 
oemed the partial interei^t each took in 
the other; but she, alas! poor young 
creature, had many fears, cares, and hopes : 
I had none but in him or for him, and all 
were suspended in his company. Mrs* 
Moyle, either from some previous hint 
which my Lord had given her, or real in- 
disposition, \^ithdrew awhile after dinner 
into a room adjoining, and left us with- 
out a third person. 

I then learnt that Lady Betty's un- 
lucky adventure had reached him at ^ 
York, with every mortifying aggravation. 
Luckily her governess was so insignifi- 
cant as to be without any name. Severely 
hurt at the injurious treatment which I had 
endured, he conjured me, tenderly con- 
jured me, to accept some little testimony of 
the disinterested affection I had inspired, 
which otherwise must labour in vain to 
preserve me fi*om difficulties and indigni'- 
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ties, it would be, through me, condemned 
to partake. Do you know that all the 
arguments his tenderness had hitherto 
urged, touched me less than this simple 
one — ^^ If," he added, ** this country was 
really so agreeable to me, why would I 
abandon the solitude I admired? He 
had a family-seat (perhaps he should 
rather say the ruins of one) not ill adapted 
to a poetical retired taste like mine'. It 
was in the midst of rich, wild, sequestered 
scenery; and inhabited only by a farmer, 
with his family, as honest as the mastiffs, 
and as old as the rooks. Who could 
molest me there ? Lady Westbury had 
never ventured so far frqm the metropo- 
lis in her life j and he solemnly vowed that 
he would never once invade the sanctuary 
he thus offered me/' — But, alas! my dear, 
while he grasped my hands with an al- 
most convulsive ardour, while the tears 
stood in his eyes, and mine overflowed, how 
could I hope that he would keep his pro- 
mise ? Ah, me ! how hard was it to re- 
ject tliis proposal — ^to live under his pro- 
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tection — to be at liberty to think only of 
himself— to watch over his welfare ! Oh, 
it was too tempting not to-be dangerous ! 

I tenderly excused myself; and to 
prove that fortune yet offered me an eligi- 
ble asylum, showed him a paragraph in 
the newspapet then lying 6n the table, 
announcing the death of Lady Austin. 
I doubt not but that Miss Fermot* wil4 
Welconle warmly the friend who so faith^ 
fully served afid loted her j and to her do* 
I mean to go. I rendered hiiji every ac-- 
knowledgement which he so well merited,* 
and bade him judge by the pleasure it gava 
pie to apply his bounty, what pain I must* 
feel jat limiting his affecting kindness. 

The close of evening carried us, after 
many a tender adieu, different ways. 
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LETTER LX. 
TO MRS. FORRESTER. 

London. 

HOW is it, Amelia, that one bright 
day can gild a melancholy year? Still 
enfeebled with illness, still as remote as 
ever from happiness, I find all harmony 
within and without. The yellow hand of 
October has tinged the whole creation ; 
softening and enriching every thing it 
touches. In the words a great poet uses 
on another occasion, I may say that Au- 
tumn 

- *^ Gives more beauties than he takes away/' 

Nothing can be more enchanting than 
the face of this country, especially the 
first stage from Beverley: indeed the 
whole tract I have passed is luxuriant and 
iiiteresting. My eyes wandered over its 
beautifiil varieties with a pleasure so per- 
fect and so pure, as proves how much 
the very senses derive from the blessed 
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composure of a gratified and upright 
heart. 

I can hardly guess how I should adapt 
myself to actually living with Lord West- 
bury in his own proper person ; for I now 
am so accustomed to pass my days* with 
an. ideal object, bearing his lineaments, 
that, were he not to resemble it, I should 
hardly be happy. A necessary degree of 
habitual intercourse seems wanting to 
enable us to live well with the object of 
our choice, which it is an equal misfortune, 
to fall short of or exceed. When we are 
obliged to forego the society of the lover, 
who has never degraded himself from that 
height to which imagination elevates him, 
every thought, every moment, adds gran- 
deur, and grace to the image, till it scarcely 
falls short of divinity. Yet can even ima 
gination add aught to the natural advan- 
tages of Lord Westbury ? — ^Yes, I will 
strive to think that possible ; so may my 
weak heart have some excuse left for dar- 
ing to adore him. 

I have again availed myself of Mrs* 



336 

» 

Granville^s kindness, and find in her house 
lin asylum. She laughs at the infatuatiotl 
tad rage of the Duchess, and once more 
fen gages to find for me a more comforta- 
ble h6me, 

Alas ! my heart prognosticated that 
it would geek in vain Miss Fermor. — ■• 
Dear, unhappy, persecuted girl ! she ha$ 
feither to weep, through a long life, the 
ftrror of its outset, or has sunk already 
into that grate 6ver Which a savage se- 
ducer spread the empoisoned garlands of 
love. I wish yet to meet with her. The 
influence I know I cannot but have over' 
lier tender nature, might rfecal her to vir* 
lue, and all its noble etiergiei^. All ! 
sooner hiight she obtain the pardon of 
the whole world than her own, especially 
forewarned as she was by me ! 

I hastened, yesterday morning, to the 
lat^ Lady Austin's ; at whose door stood 
a chariot, and several servants in mourn- 
ing. The insolent set continued to crack 
nuts, with the most impertinent noncha* 
lance, hardly deigning to answer a female 
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without a carriage. On hearing that X 
asked for Miss Fermor, they turned from 
one to t]he other with surprise ; nor did t 
find that the name had ever reached their 
ears before. While I was urging the in- 
quiry, a door opened, and Mr. Monro ap- 
peared, as going to the carriage. — How 
gay, how handsome, how specious looked 
the villain! Not even Lord Westbury, 
tich as he is in. the prodigality of nature, 
could have appeared more captivating. 
He would have passed on, but I ventured 
to address to him the same inquiry for 
his cousin. — " Upon my soul," cried he, 
" I do not know what is become of 
her!^' Oh, thou false one! tho,ught I; 
as false to God as to man I for, as if swear- 
ing were not vice enough in itself, men 
•are, I observe, much apter to strengthen 
a falsehood with an oath, than a truth. I \ 

fancy all this was expressed in my looks, 
for he flushed, and seemed perplexed; 
but at length, merely I believe to get rid 
of the subject, added, ^* that he would 
conduct me to his wife, who should tell 
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me all she knew of Amy /'^ He drew me 
now, with eagerness, into a boudoir^ su- 
perbly fitted up, where Mrs. Monro sat 
with the breakfast things yet before hen 
Again I addressed inquiries for poor Miss 
Ferinor to her ; but I saw in a moment, 
that, whatever her fate was, Mrs. Monro 
knew it not ; with so much frankness did 
she assure me that she rather looked to 
me for information, than was enabled to 
give it. I then asked how long Miss 
Fermor had been missing. " Almost 
from the time you left Lady Austin," 
Mrs. Monro answered. I turned, and, 
with a look even more emphatic than my 
words, said to Mr. Monro, " And have 
yoiiy Sir, never, from that time, seen your 
unfortunate cousin ? " His eye sunk 
under mine. He was not proof against 
the suspicion so clearly conveyed; nor 
would he, I think, have replied to it, but 
his lady saved him, by taking that task 
upon herself. Poor, conscious wretch ! he 
was in a predicament so odious, that he 
neither dared to encounter my looks, nor 
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to leaVe me with his wife, lest I should open 
her eyes. She, weak woman, imputed 
his lingering to some remains of a gallant 
regard for me, which she, not without 
reason, believed he avowed while I was 
an inmate with them; and, of course, 
every moment regarded me. with increas- 
ing coldness. I could not but smile at -re- 
collecting that motives so different pro- 
duced only the same effect, and that 
both equally wished me out of the house. 
Yet I pitied Mrs. Monro, who spoke 
with some tenderness of the sweet Amelia, 
and gave me to understand that her elope- 
ment had induced Lady Austin to make a 
new will, and bestow all her fortune on 
her nephew. I could not, on hearing this, 
permit him to hope that he had deceived 
me. I allowed tlie feelings of my mind 
to mark my countenance ; and, too surely, 
he read there a conviction of his guilt : 
nor was the language unintelligible to him. 
He has obtained the right of a ruined, 
unprotected orphan ; but to enjoy it even 
he wants hardiness. A poor insignifl-* 



384 

CSint, like your Cecilia^ can appal the prcn^ 
p^ous villain in the midst of all bis splen^ 
dor — ^that splendor which he secured by 
a total sacrifice of conscience and huma^ 
nity . At length I took my leave, and re- 
leased him from mental torture j while 
poor Mrs. Monro^ to the last, kept her eye 
on us both, Bor dreamt that we had long 
been equallyodious to each other« Had he 
not judged my lieart by his own, he might 
have known that I should too much re-* 
spect the innocence and peace of his lady 
to embitter her future days by disclosing 
my suspicions 3 but fear was wisely or^ 
daii^5 by the Giver of all things, to be 
the inseparable companion of guilt. 

Oh, how my very soul yearns over 
this lovely, destitute^ distressed Amelia I 
Persecuted by her only relation, impor- 
tuned by a villain, too capable of giving 
to his mean and selfish views the colouring 
of love, betrayed by the partial 'weakness 
of her own heart to the seduction of his, 
there was one chance only in her favour, 
llad she availed hersdf of the, cautions 
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which I gave her, all h^d been wdl ; butu 
with a credulity too common at her age %q 
be unpardonable, she $awnot their uaippr*! 
tance; and now^alas ! they will only height-* 
en and dooible the pangs of self-reproach. 

How strangely is this world chequered t 
just at the moment when our very souli; 
recoil froni a character cori^ipt as thai; 
of Monro, Lord Westbury irradiates i% 
with the illumination of his virtues, aiUd 
counterbalances the involuntary preju- 
dice. Did not this often happen, th^ 
pure of heart would abhor society, and 
become anchorites. 

What a loss is this sweet Amelia (wor* 
thy even of that name, so long consecrated 
to my ear) to that world which she might 
One day have embellished with her mild 
and modest graces ! From her softened 
he^t, the early seat of misfortune, her 
melancholy sweetness of disposition, what 
a touching character might have been 
compounded under happier auspices* 
Maturer years would have left her ncr 
more of her former self than might have 
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graced her acquirements ; for she was do- 
dle as in£tncy to those whomshe loved. Yet 
the monster who has destroyed all these 
hopes, whithas in ** unblowo youth" de- 
prived her of a woman's first perfecti<Mi, 
left her nothing to wish for but obscurity 
imdde^th, intends no doubt to make his 
exit fi'om tKe world with great Sclat ; and 
to aflSx over his mouldering bones a su- 
perb monument, to blazon fordi a thou- 
sand superior qualities, the names of 
which, alone, he ever knew. Fie upon it ! 
How many are the slaves of vice, and how 
many more sXm^s to the slaves!— pro- 
moters of sins, they dare not participaW ; 
yet, perhaps, strictly considered, they are 
more criminal than even their employers, 
since they are not blinded by the illusions 
of passion. Adieu !— You see how my 
subject irritates me. 
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